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IrOURTH OF JULY. 

The light of another National Birth-day has 
dawned upon ns. Already have the booming can- 
nons, and the merry bells proclaimed its advent, and 
even now, thousands of rusty horse-pistols, myriads 
of Lilliputian field-pieces, and countless multitudes 
of squibs, are circulating the glad tidings in all di- 
rections. 

Holloa! what are those boys about in the next 
yard? The young scamps ! they are actually fiist- 
ening a pack of crackers to the tail of an astounded, 
infuriated tom-cat. Tis dotie, at last, in spite of all the 
heroic struggles and vocal exercises of their victim. 
And now they make for a vacant hogshead, hard by, 
and as the younger boy applies the torch, the elder 
prepares to throw in the martyr. Ah ! ther^a ma- 
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sic for you ! What a brilliant treble on the 
part of the bewildered mouser ! what a spirited 
staccato movement, on the part of the squibs ! The 
Marche Marocaine was nothing to it. A Budden 
silence ensues. The senior mischief-maker now 
ventures to peep into the scene of action ; to the 
earnest inquiries of the other, he simply respondeth 
0. K. They proceed straightway to cant over the 
hogshead. Out rolls the dejected cat, and, without 
stopping to investigate whys or wherefores, rushes, 
with lightning-like velocity, to the nearest place of 
refuge. Meanwhile, shouts of laughter attest the 
wicked glee of the young vagabonds. 

Precious manifestation of youthful patriotism ! 
Sacred love of native land ! 

Some bilious cynic may, perhaps, question the 
propriety of the above faithfully reported transaction ; 
may even insinuate that it hath far more to do with 
Despotism, than with Liberty ; that it savors more 
of Nicholas than of Kossuth ; of the Thirty Ty- 
rants, than of Thrasybulus. 

Well, I confess I do not altogether see its connec- 
tion with the sentiments of Jefferson's immortal pa- 
per. But, then again, what is there in that docu- 
ment to justify many oMer usages of the day? 
What is there in it to keep in countenance the terri- 
ble demolition of roast pig, and the fearful swilling 
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down of ginger pop, that are sure to come off, espe- 
cially on the part of our country cousins, between 
this and sunset? What significance or appro- 
priateness have these dainties, upon this occa- 
sion? Hot cross buns, at Easter, tell their own 
blessed story ; so do pancakes, on St. Joseph's 
day — dear old fritter-frier that he was; parched 
corn, too, on Pilgrim-day ; but wherefore pig and 
pop, on our great national jubilee? What have 
they to do with Bunker Hill or Yorktown ; with 
the all-glorious Fourth, any more than with ever 
memorable and beautiful Evacuation-Day? 

These are, indeed, most curious, most important 
inquiries. Let me surrender them to abler and 
wiser pens. 

Ah ! what have we here ? New York Evening 
Star, July bth, 2076. What sorcery is this ? 
What vile emissary of Satan is trifling thus with 
my weak nerves ? I shiver, as I open it. But lis- 
ten to the leader : 

" Yesterday was, indeed, an ever-to-be-remembered 
day, in our annals ! The heavens smiled most gra- 
ciously upon it, too. A cloudless, brilliant morning 
ushered in the fourth century of the Nation. Never 
did the big guns speak forth more grandly, while ten 
thousand iron tongues gave back their glad response, 
from all the domes and towers of the metropolis. 
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At an earlj hour, the streets were alive, thronged 
with citizens, and strangers from all lands. Never 
have we seen such a well-dressed, well-behaved, and 
withal happy, joyous looking multitude. The pa- 
rade was, beyond all precedent, magnificent. No 
less than a hundred and twenty thousand citizen sol- 
diers turned out in honor of the occasion ; all as 
fine looking and well disciplined fellows as ever 
waved a sword, or handled a musket. The Grand 
Review, in Metropolitan Park, was of course the fea- 
ture of the day. A most superb spectacle, indeed ! 
what with the beautiful sky overhead, the venerable 
trees gently stirred by the breeze, the sparkling 
fi)untains, the noble buildings in all directions, dress- 
ed out in flags and garlands, and crowded with gay 
spectators, the infinitely varied and brilliant uni- 
forms of the troops, the marvellous precision of their 
movements ; altogether, it was a sight which might 
well gladden the eyes, and cheer the heart of every 
true patriot. Babylon never beheld aught like it, in 
the zenith of her glory, nor Rome, nor royal London 
herself. That was a grand idea, too, that prayer at 
the close. The breathless silence, the long lines of 
troops, all kneeling ; the sudden and statue-like still- 
ness of the vast multitude ; and then the fluttering 
of that forest of plumes, and the glittering of their 
arms, as the soldiers rose instantaneously to their 
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feet. But we will not presume to describe the scene, 
nor the eflFect of that glorious Hymn of Thanksgiv- 
ing, in which the whole people joined chorus, accom- 
panied and sustained as it was by the combined mu- 
sic of those admirable bands. While listening to 
the inspiring strains of the anthem, we could not 
resist the thought. Ah, if the blessed Pater Patriae, 
and his illustrious associates, could look down now, 
on this brilliant, this joyous spectacle ; this magnifi- 
cent consummation of all their toils and trials ! 

Though there must have been at least four millions 
of people in circulation through the day, we have 
not as yet heard of a single eye lost, or arm broken, 
or indeed of any accident of any kind. That there 
must have been some few stray drunkards, and 
blackguards, and pickpockets in such a throng, was 
to be expected ; but, as a whole, the celebration was 
singularly creditable, alike to .the patriotism, taste, 
and morals of our fellow-citizens. 

There were numerous displays of fire-works in 
difierent quarters of the city. Decidedly the most 
brilliant were those in Madison Square. All the 
changes were admirable, but that final tableau, if 
we may call it so, representing the Falls of Niagara, 
was an inimitable piece. How one element could thus 
be made to personate another, with such marvellous 
vraiiemblanee, was indeed a puzzler. In this oonneo* 
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tion, we can hardly resist quoting the criticism ot 
a neighbor in the crowd of gazers: 'The fellow 
that turned out that piece of work,' said he, ' can 
beat Beelzebub, and give him six.' We hardly 
knew, indeed, which most to admire, this wonderful 
specimen of Pyrotechny, or the previous illumination 
in the same Square and neighborhood. Each was 
charming in its way. The &gade of our magnifi- 
<ient Town Hall certainly never showed to more ad 
vantage than it did last night, with its brilliant robe 
of diamonds, while the superb dome behind it seem- 
ed a perfect family-fathering of stars. That noble 
old pile, too, Columbia College, looked like a regular 
fairy palace, while its neighbors, Trinity chapel and 
St. Patrick's, outshone themselves. But it is not for us 
humble, and ever hurrying chroniclers, to do justice 
to such a sight. Had that fine old poet of ours been 
alive now to have witnessed it, he who wrote the Cul- 
prit Fay, and whose verse has added new lustre to our 
glorious flag, his sparkling fancy would have fitly de- 
scribed a spectacle so gorgeous. But such bards are 
not to be found every century, and when they do 
come, the angels seem very anxious to hurry them 
away from us, as in his case. 

We did not have the pleasure of hearing the ora- 
tor of the day. His Address will be found on our 
first page." 
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I wonder what said orator has to say for himself 
The Editor seems sufficientlj magnificent. What 
must the other he ? Sweeter, windier, emptier than 

one of 's cream puflFs, I reckon. And yet^ 

what an occasion, what a theme for a tme orator ! 
Let's see : 

^^ But, fellow-citizens, while thus dwelling, with de- 
light and pride, upon our own unparalleled progress 
in all that appertains unto national prosperity and 
renown, we may also gaze with pleasure upon the 
cheering picture which all the quarters of the glohe 
present to the philanthropist. The sure and steady 
progress of liberal principles in Europe ; the deep 
and abiding impression made by American civiliza- 
tion upon the Asiatic continent ; the redemption of 
all the lovely islands of the Pacific from the jcruel 
rites and degrading influences of superstition ; the 
xmghty and blessed results of African colonization ; 
—all these are themes which might well and fitly 
employ our thoughts, on the present occasion. But I 
may not linger upon them. I may not stop to speak to 
you of happy, republican England; of the majestic and 
beneficent constitutional systems of Austria and Rus- 
sia ; of thrifty, happy, light-hearted France, bask- 
ing in the sunshine of liberal institutions ; of Spain, 
with her replenished treasury, her cheerful industry, 
her daily growing commerce ; or of the once more 
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young and flourishing Italian republics. I may not 
pause to dwell upon the amazing progress of both 
hemispheres in agriculture, manufactures, and com- 
merce, in all the arts and sciences, that adorn and 
dignify life ; of the infinitely multiplied inventions and 
contrivances, especially of the last cemtury, that have 
brought so many of the comforts, nay, luxuries of 
life, to the door of the humblest cottage, while they 
have enabled wealth to gratify every fond wish of 
its heart, every caprice, almost, of its fancy ; by the 
aid of which, we may beard the polar cold in its own 
dreary den, and make unto ourselves cool breezes, in 
the very heart of the parched tropics. Still less, 
may I enlarge upon the moral and religious aspects, 
and prospects of the age. Is it not delightful, in- 
deed> to behold Catholicism and Protestantism for- 
getting their old feuds, and working together thus 
harmoniously and gloriously, for the benefit of the 
race ? The former, stripped of its terrors, and its 
cumbersome robes of state, but still decked out in all 
the charms that art and sentiment can give it ; the 
latter, relaxing its wrinkled brow and uncompromis- 
ing sternness, and calling in the aid of beauty and 
taste, to enforce its precious precepts. What glori- 
ous results may we not expect from this blessed un- 
ion of forces ! 
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" One hundred and twenty-five years ago, this day, 
fellow citizens, did the last company of emancipated 
slaves leave this port, for the shores of Africa. Ever 
memorable and blessed be that day, in our annals ! 
Who of us, indeed, hath not read with delight the 
glowing description of that scene, as it is set forth in 
the pages of our great historian ! Who cannot hear 
even now the shouts of joy, mingled with the praises 
and benedictions of the assembled thousands, as that 
stately procession of steamers went forth upon its 
errand of justice and of love ? Glorious consumma- 
tion of that most difficult and fearful of problems, 
that, far mpre than all others put together, tried the 
patience, and temper, and patriotism of our ances- 
tors ! Ample, noble satisfaction unto our injured 
brethren of Africa, for all the wrongs that cruel 
cupidity had inflicted upon them ! ' It would seem,' 
says Wilson, speaking upon this point, * as if the 
great stumbling-block, after all, in the way of this 
momentous experiment, had been of a financial char- 
acter. It is evident from the records of the day, that 
the angry passions of the States had subsided ; that 
jealousies and objurgations had given way to a spirit 
of good will and sympathy, and that all sections of 
the Union were alike convinced of the necessity of 
one grand, harmonious, universal effort in the great 
cause. But the idea of entailing upon the nation 
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the enormous debt of nearly fifteen hundred millions 
of dollars, was one they shrank back from in dismay. 
It seemed, for a time, to paralyze all their exertions, 
nay, threatened to stifle, even in its birth, this bless- 
ed conception of philanthropy. HoW idle seem these 
fears to tis, in these prosperous days ! How small 
the price, for returns so glorious !' 

This passage, as you are well aware, fellow citizens, 
was written more than a half century ago, when a 
large portion of that same national debt still remain- 
ed unpaid. With how much more force will its clos- 
ing reflection apply to these palmy days of ours, when 
not a vestige of it remains, and when a loan of the 
same magnitude, if brought into the market to-mor- 
row, would be eagerly absorbed by competing capital- 
ists, before the setting of the sun !" 

" But, fellow citizens, let us never forget, in these 
times of peace, plenty, and prosperity, the solemn 
duties and obligations that devolve upon us. Let us 
do all that in us lies, to make this fourth century of 
our career, as honorable to the nation, and as bene- 
ficial to the race, as have been those that went before 
it. Ever mindful of our dependence upon a benignant 
Providence, let us not provoke the wrath of Heaven 
by our wantonness, or insolence. Let us keep high 
the standard of our faith, and ever clear and flowing 



ORATION. 20 

the fountains of our knowledge. Let us manfuUj 
turn our backs upon the follies and the vices that 
have been the ruin of so many mighty States. Above 
all, let us recur with ever affectionate veneration to 
the memories and examples of the great founders of 
our Republic ; alike to that first mighty generation 
of Washington and his associates, who dedicated their 
counsels, treasures, life-blood to the sacred cause of 
Independence, and who constructed, with patience 
and skill unparalleled, the most wonderful political 
fabric ever reared ; and to that second great genera- 
ration of Webster and his illustrious compeers, the 
worthy sons of worthy sires, who as freely devoted 
their fervent hearts and mighty intellects to the 
labors of peace, and the cause of Union ; the ever- 
memorable teachers, interpreters, champions of the 
Constitution ! But, need I enforce this duty upon 
you, fellow citizens ? Are not their names already 
familiar to our mouths as household words ? Are 
not their images multiplied on canvass, and in bronze 
and marble, all over this broad and happy land ? — 
Are not their great labors the guides and models of 
all our statesmen, their words of wisdom and patriot- 
ism, in the mouths of all our school-boys ? Are they 
nbt, will they not be, engraven alike upon our histo- 
ries, and our hearts, through all future generations ? 
And when, alas, that fetal day arrives, (if it be, in- 
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deedy 80 written in the book of destiny,) when this 
mighty nation shall haye declined and fallen to de* 
cay, and this busy continent have returned to its 
primitive silence and desolation, aiid this magnificent 
metropolis have become an unsightly heap, and the 
stately pile, from beneath whose sumptuous portico 
I am now speaking to this yast multitude, shall haye 
become a ruin as sad and grand as the mighty Colos- 
seum of old, eyen then will the memory of these great 
men suryiye, in unfading lustre, on the imperishable 
tablets of history ; their example will continue to 
stimulate the zeal of the student, to kindle the im- 
agination of the poet, to inspire the soul of the patariot 
in other lands, and through all time !" 

There is a good deal more of the same sort, occu- 
pying some six columns of the colossal sheet in ques- 
tion. Bather flatulent, upon the whole. The orator's 
intentions seem to haye been of the best, but unfinr- 
tunately, the theme was too large foPrthe maji; In 
his conyulsiye efforts to grasp it, he cuts rather a 
distressing figure. 

Ah, what haye we here 1 

<^ A select party of seventy gentlemen, being one 
from each State in the Union, celebrated our glorious 
Anniversary yesterday with great spirit, at the ven- 
erable Metropolitan Tavern. We wish we were at 
liberty to give a detailed report of the many witty^ 
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brilliant and beautiful things said on this occasion. 
The entertainment itself was in Leland's most superb 
style. One little incident occurred, which we can- 
not forbear mentioning. Some time after the remo- 
val of the cloth, the landlord presented to the com- 
pany, in a very neat and touching speech, some wine 
which had been bottled by his illustrious ancestor, 
the same who inaugurated this famous hotel, in the 
year of grace 1852. The bottles looked, indeed, as 
if they had seen a great many generations of spiders 
pass oflF the stage. The reply made by our friend 
, preliminary to the toast in honor of the re- 
nowned old Boniface, was a rare combination of humor 
and pathos. We hope we shall yet be permitted to 
present it to our readers." 

Heavens, what a Marine List ! 1 find, by counting, 
that no less than seventy-five steamers (not to speak 
of a wilderness of sailing vessels) arrived at this port 
yesterday ; more than half of them, foreign. What 
would the men of Jamestown and Plymouth have said 
to this 7 Among them, that magnificent six thous- 
and tons steam-city (for she's almost as big as a 
smart Western town) the Winfield Scott, Gomstock, 
commander, in twenty-three days from Japan, with 
two hundred passengers, among them the Mongolian 
Ambassador and suite. Sixty-five steamers left port 
also, for all parts of Christendom, though it was the 
Fourth. 
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Ah, there's a long black list of Deaths for you ! 
A gay oflFset, to be sure, above it, in the way oi Mar- 
riages. What's this ? Inspector's Report. What, 
only 2,100 deaths last week ? Who dare say New- 
York is not a healthy city, after this ? To be sure, 
we have had'an uncommonly cool, delightful summer 
thus £Ebr. 

But what says the Money Article 7 

" Sales at the Stock Exchange^ July 5, 2076. 

500 Erie Bailroad, - - - 210 
400 «• b.30,- - 212 

200 Santa Fe and Sonora R.R., 94 
100 « " 93 

BOOaxacaCoalCo., - - - 108 
25 Tippecanoe <& Tombigbee, 14 
700 Reading, b.60, - - - - 175 
200 Memphramageg, - - - 84 
100 St. Louis and Saganaga, - 75 
SOBaflin'sBaydkWithlahoookee 14 

But I have not patience to read over one-twentieth 
part of the items. Almost as formidable a column 
follows of Second Board Transactions. Then we 
have the usual truthful summary. 

" The Stock Market opened buoyant again to-day, 
and most descriptions operated in, advanced. The 
Bear movement in the new Tombigbee Convertibles 
was an entire failure. Similar results, also in Morris 
Canal, and in Guadalaxara Railroad. The Bulls 
have carried all before them. 

The steamers only brought us $4,000,000, in spe- 
cie. The Money Market continues easy, and the 



10,000 U. S. 6'8, 2080, - - - 124 
5,000 " " 2090,- - - 125 

10,000 Chihuahua 5'8, 2100, - 105 
4,000 Winnipeg, convert. '79, 98 
8,000 Zacateoas, Ist mortgage, 87 

12,000 Athabasca Income 6*8, 
9,000 Albuqueraue,cony.,'87, 54 

10,000 Labrador 5's, - - - 76 
2,000 Popocatepetel 7's, '88, 38 
3,000 Pawnee 5's, '89, - - 14 



8T. LOUIS CORRESPONDENCE. 2T 

supply of capital is very extensive. Bills on Paris 
are plenty at 4.85 a 4.80. Amsterdam 30 a 31. — 
Hamburgh 26 a 26 1-8. Tobolsk 20 a 21. Kam- 
skatka 19 a 18. Jeddo 24 a 25. Tirabuctoo 30 a 31. 
Feejee 18a 20. Paramaribo 23 a 25, &c. &c. &c." 

Gracious, what a column of Wants ! What a for- 
midable list of Le^al Notices, too ! But where are 
the Insurance Advertisements ? Insurance ! Why, 
bless us, man, what part of the world do you come from, 
not to know that Fire and Marine Insurance were ob- 
solete ideas, long ago ; almost as much so as a National 
Bank ; and as for Life Insurance, hath not public 
opinion long since repudiated it, as unprofitable, de- 
trimental to the commonwealth ? Truly, you must 
have been taking a tenfold longer nap than Rip Van 
Winkle himself, to talk in this ante-diluvian fashion. 

True, true. I stand convicted. To say truth, 
however, I do feel considerably bewildered, this bless- 
ed moment, as to my precise position, either in tiiQC 
or space. But what have we here ? 

'^ From our^St. Louis Correspondent, 

St. Louis, July 2, 2076. 
Messrs. Editors — 

I arrived here yesterday, after a pleasant thirty- 
six hours' ride from San Francisco. We came over 
the road in fine style, without fatigue or detention. 
Every thing connected with this princely work seems 
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to be in perfect order, and most admirably regulated. 
We stopped half an hour at the Colorado Station, 
■vrhere Coleman gave us a glorious breakfast, and 
three-quarters at the Kansas Junction, for dinner. 
All the rest of the time we were bowling along right 
merrily, never making less than fifty miles an hour. 
Such roomy, luxurious cars, furnished with every 
comfort and convenience, that the most fastidious 
traveler could desire, (including a first rate barber's 
shop and reading room,) I have seen on no other road 
in the country. I am staying at the Crittenden, the 
Hancock, opposite, not being quite ready yet for com- 
pany. When finished; it will be, unquestionably, the 
hotel of the planet. 

Though hardly three days since the adjournment 
of Congress, there are scarcely as many members left 
in town. Delighted to be off, I dare say, after all the 
scolding, squabbling. President-making labors of the 
session. Confound these long sessions, they are 
frightfully expensive luxuries to the Nation. 

Our friend , by the way, from the Athabasca 

District, that enthusiastic advocate of mileage, and 
unfaltering champion of the franking privilege, is 
said to have been in such a hurry to return home to 
his electioneering duties, against the coming cam- 
paign, that he did not find time to pack his trunks or 
pay his bills. 
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Well, so the two Conventions have settled down at 
last, on Hobson and Fox. It is very evident that 
Hobson is the first choice of Missouri. I think I 
may say, of the whole West. I should'nt be at all 
surprised if he ran away with ninety-nine hundredths 
of all the votes polled between the Pacific and the 
Rocky Mountains. I doubt, indeed, whether Fox has 
any real strength, west of the AUeganies. The great 
battle is, of course, to be fought in the Valley of the 
Mississippi. We shall soon see, but unless I am 
wonderfully deceived, the Democratic hero of the 
Siberian War will beat the veteran Whig diploma- 
tist completely off the field. Scandalous want of 
discernment in the people, to be sure ! And yet, has 
it not been so always ? Hasn't military glory, inva- 
riably, carried every thing before it, from the very 
foundation of the Government? 

We had a test vote, in the cars, yesterday, with 
the following result : Hobson, 743 : Fox, 198. It 
too faithfully foreshadows, I fear, the issues of the 
November campaign. 

The President is suffering greatly from a severe 
neuralgic attack. His constitution, always delicate, 
is rapidly giving way, they say, before the over- 
whelming duties and responsibilities of his office. He 
leaves on Monday next, for the Cohahuila Springs, 
at the earnest solicitations of his friends. A month's 
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perfect repose is insisted upon by his doctors, if he 
wishes to see another 4th of March. 

Our worthy host of the Crittenden introduced me, 
tliis morning, to Wilkins the artist. He seemed to 
be in fine health and spirits, and is to commence his 
kbors forthwith, upon the dome of the National Li- 
brary. The subject of this grand fresco, you are 
aware, is the Apotheosis of Washington. A glorious 
theme, indeed, and one that might well task the pow- 
ers of the loftiest genius. He was good enough to 
show me the designs of some portions of the work. 
I was much struck with one group, being a part of a 
grand coming together of illustrious patriots of all 
ages and nations. Some might object, perhaps, to 
the disposition of the figures, and the apparent con- 
fusion of the costumes, as being a little too gay and 
fancy-ball-ish for the subject, but the life-like effect 
of the whole is marvellous. Here you see Aristides 
with his arm drawn through that of Old Zack ; Harry 
of the West smiling most bewitchingly upon Publi- 
cola ; then come the three grand, majestic, and withal 
somewhat sad countenances of Pericles, Burke, and 
Webster ; then we have the three gallant soldier- 
statesmen, Marcellus, Wellington, and Scott, a most 
brilliant and felicitous combination ; then comes Ham- 
ilton, apparently gazing with delighted eagerness upon 
the noble features of Epaminondas. Hard by is quite 
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a little cluster of fine faces, wherein those illustrious 
families, the Scipios, the Adams's, the Fabii, and the 
Chathams, figure conspicuously. As among the very- 
finest of the heads, I would especially mention Cal- 
houn, Timoleon, Jay, and the younger Brutus. But 
I must not go into farther details, for two excellent 
reasons ; my own incompetence as a critic, and a 
merciful regard for your over-crowded columns, 

I have just had a talk with Spriggins, who, I be- 
lieve, we all agree, is the best versed in politics of 
any man in the Union. He gave me the following 
statement, embodying his views of the probable result 
in November. As his political prophecies have in- 
variably become history, I herewith send it to you. 
I should be glad, if you can find room for it. 

EUctoral Vote—Nov. 5, 2076. 



West Canada ,..»... 17 

Nova Scotia .... 12 

New-Brunswick 8 

Labrador 3 

New-Hampshire 7 

New- York 45 

Pennsylvania 30 

Virginia 20 

South Carolina 9 

Florida-. 6 

Alabama 13 

Mississippi 12 

Louisiana 9 

Arkansas 6 

Ohio 32 

Indiana 19 



East Canada 15 

Maine 12 

Vermont 8 

Massachusetts 17 

Rhode Island 4 

Connecticut 9 

New-Jersey 9 

Delaware 4 

Maryland 10 

NorthCarolina 12 

Georgia 13 

Kentucky. 16 

Tennessee 15 

North Utah 8 

Timpanogo 8 

Zacatecas....; 6 



32 
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Illinois 

JVIichig^an.... .• 


20 

9 


Durango 

South Texas ........ 


6 

7 


Wisconsin 

Iowa 

Missouri 


8 

6 

18 


1 
Total 




South Utah 

East " 


8 

. ... 7 




West " 


6 




North Mmnesota.... 


6 




South '* 


8 




East ♦* 

West '* 


7 

6 




Mandan 

Saskatchawan ....... 


4 

8 




North Oregon 

South " 

North California 


9 

12 

16 




South " 


18 




North Texas 


8 




East '* 


.. -. 7 




West " 


6 




Sonora 


6 




Jalisco 

Chingarora 


...... 8 

4 




Coahuila 


6 




Chihuahua 


6 




Yucatan 


10 


' 


Guatemala 

Costa Rica 


6 

6 




Cinaloa.... 


6 




Tabasco 


... . 7 




Athabasca 


. . 4 




Winnipeg 

Wapticacous , , 


4 

3 




Kooskooskee 


4 




Okanasa 


4 




Total 


-. 519 


.... 172 



It is barely possible, Spriggins adds, that Fox may 
get the votes of Labrador and Kooskooskee, and, on 
the other hand, he may lose Rhode Island and Zac- 
atecas. The summing up would then read thus : — 
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For Hobson, 522 ; Fox, 169. But he will bet three 
hats to one, that all the other sixty-six States will 
go as above stated. 

Ever yours, Verax." 

Holloa ! four densely packed columns of Telegra- 
phic Despatches, from all corners of creation ! A 
regular day's job to get through them. That's a good 
arrangement, though, distributing them under the 
five heads of Compiercial, Financial, Political, Mete- 
orological, and Miscellaneous. Ah, there's nothing 
here to interest me. Grand speculative movement 
in Pork, at Cincinnati. Probable total loss of the 
Timbuctoo Peach Crop. Great Gathering of Pub- 
lishers and Booksellers at the Mozambique Trade 
Sales. Suspension of the Butchers' and Drovers' 
Bank of Maracaybo. Spirited Fox Demonstration 
at Caughnawaga. Tremendous Gathering of the 
Masses at Ning-po. Frightful Whirlwind at Rio 
Janeiro. Unprecedented Success of the Ethiopian 
Serenaders at Nova Zembla. Destruction of the 
Owhyhee Opera House by Fire, etc., etc., etc. Pre- 
cious collection of facts, to suit all palates and pro- 
fessions ! How much more valuable reading, this, 
than Hume, or Gibbon ! What woulcPnt Abraham 
have given, or Isaac, or Jacob, to have been well 
posted up in all these things ! 
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But what's this ? 

(Letter from Irkutsk.) 

Irkutsk, June 17, 2076. 
Gentlemen : — 1 drop you a few hasty lines, to 
announce my safe arrival, last night, at this inter- 
esting spot. I can hardly realize that it is only a 
fortnight since I bade you good bye in Wall-street* 
We had a pretty rough passage to St. Petersburgh, 
unusually so for the season. I found the rail road a 
most delightful change, I assure you. We made very 
fair time, being a very little over two days, in com- 
ing over 2100 miles. We -should have come faster, 
but they are relaying the road, in several places, 
which occasioned some three or four hours' detention. 
There is nothing specially interesting on it, till you 
reach the Ural Mountains. Here the hard work, 
and fine scenery both begin. Much as I had heard 
of it, the tunnel far surpassed my expectations. It 
is indeed a stupendous, glorious piece of work. — 
Equally admirable are those two princely bridges 
over the Obi and Yenesei Rivers. An American 
can't help feeling a little proud, when he thinks how 
many such specimens as these there are of the genius 
of his countrymen, in all quarters of the globe. I 
am stopping at the Irving House. It is well kept, 
and the landlord particularly attentive. I was pleas- 
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ed to see your paper at the Exchange Reading Boom ; 
also the Bay State Democrat, the Oswego Palladium, 
the Toledo Blade, and several other of our good old 
journals. It is right airy weather, for the middle of 
June. I don't believe they are ever much troubled 
with mosquitoes here. Jack Frost, however, is, I 
reckon, a most able and efficient substitute, in the way 
of biting. You were mistaken, by the way, in sup- 
posing that the next World's Fair is to be held here. 
Irkutsk is a fine, flourishing town, it is true, but it 
will be some years yet, before it can lay claim to that 
high honor. But I must stop here, if I mean to 
catch to-day's mail. In my next, though, look out 
for breakers. I mean to overwhelm you with statis- 
tics of all sorts. I send you herewith a copy of to- 
day's Irkutsk Vox Populi, and the Report of Major 
Jno. Downing, the Engineer of the Pekin <fc Irkutsk 
Bead. Ever and sincerely yours, 

Gengis Khan. 

What next? 

(Extract from our Saratoga LeUer.) 

Saratoga, July 3d, 2076. 

" Owing to the unusual coolness of the season, we 
are filling up here very slowly. Last year at this 
time, we had more than fifty thousand guests. At 
present there are hardly thirty thousand. This 
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house (I mean, of course, the venerable, the unrival- 
led United States,) is about half full. Eighteen hun- 
dred sat down to dinner to-day. In old-fashioned 
times, I dare say, that would have been considered a 
pretty good-sized table. Our landlord don't think so, 
though. Neither he nor his servants will be in right 
tip-top spirits, till our forces are doubled. But I 
doubt whether his expectations will be realized. — 
There is evidently less travel than usual, this sum- 
mer. Only fifteen hundred came up the river with 
us yesterday, on. the Fenimore Cooper. Then again, 
the Horticultural Fair at Valparaiso will draw off 
crowds, that would otherwise be here, or at Newport. 
We had a pleasant little hop last night. Decidedly 
the belle of the evening was a young Persian girl, a 
most bewitching, dangerous creature, I assure you. 
Her father was with her ; an old nabob from Ispa- 
han ; a pleasant, courteous gentleman as one could 
wish to meet at a watering-place. He volunteered 
to tell me, in the course of conversation, that he had 
laid the foundation of his immense fortune, in the 
successful introduction into Persia of our famous 
Newtown pippin. So complete a hit was his experi- 
ment, he says, that his first cargo of this delightful 
fruit netted him more than a hundred dollars per 
barrel. The statement, I confess, startled me, but I 
am convinced that he is a truthful, conscientious man." 
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" I couldn't help wishing to-day, while playing with 
my fork, in the somewhat unreasonably long interval 
between the soup and fish, that I was a youngster 
again, with all a youngster's freshness of feeling. — 
How I should enjoy the scene ! The animation, the 
clatter would be delicious. Above all, how I should 
relish that Grande Entree of waiters ! Even as it 
was, I looked, not without interest, at those three 
hundred tidy, sprightly fellows, in their snow-white 
jackets and aprons, as they marched up the hall in 
orderly array, dish in hand, with their gallant com- 
mander at their head, and then filed ofi", with unpar- 
alleled promptness and precision, to their respective 
posts. Leonidas, and his three hundred, never could 
have looked half so impressive ! And then again, 
when the dessert was the subject of the same mili- 
tary manoeuvres. Oh, how prettily did those three 
hundred small puddings strike the table together, 
and those shallow pies likewise! But I must not 
give way to my feelings, or trifle thus with your 
columns. 

The Committee have fixed upon the 12th of August 
for the Grand Fancy Ball, being the 237th of the 
series. Think of that ! Oh, Lord, I wonder where 
the men and women are, who danced at the first ! — 
What, what would mine host Marvin say, that fa- 
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mous old landlord of the nineteenth century, who laid 
the foundations of this princely establishment, and 
inaugurated these brilliant festivals, what would the 
old gentleman say, if he could peep in upon us, next 
month, and see how we of the twenty-first, manage 
these matters ! I was looking at his monument this 
very day. It certainly is a grand one, and wonder- 
fully well preserved, when one thinks how many, 
many wintry storms have beat upon it ! 

Yours ever, Viator." 



(^Editorial CorrespoTidence.) 

Boston, July 3, 2076, 
I cannot resist sending you a few lines this morn- 
ing, from this charming old metropolis. It is more 
than ten years since my last visit, and so I was de- 
termined, when I fairly got here, to make a good 
week of it, enjoying its delightful hospitalities, and 
renewing my acquaintance with the glorious past. 
Boston ! clarum et venerabile iiomen ! What 
American's heart does not beat more proudly within 
him, as he paces its historic streets, and gazes upon 
their time-stained edifices, crowded as they are with 
august memories and spectres, everlastingly associa- 
ted as they are with the great men and the great 
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deeds that inaugurated this magnificent Republic ! 
Whose love of liberty and of union does not become 
more fervent, whose zeal for the welfare and the pu- 
rity of the nation, and for the perpetuation of its 
power and renown, does not become a hundred fold 
more intense, as he wanders amongst and fondly lin- 
gers over these classic spots, these sacred scenes, 
that tell us of the toils, and struggles, and triumphs 
of our fathers. How beautifully, too, are they inter- 
mingled with the stately dwellings and sumptuous 
Structures of their descendants ! A Roman, in the 
palmy days of Augustus^ looking down from the 
princely porticos of the Palatine, upon the superb 
spectacle beneath and around him, might well have 
had a proud, joyous feeling at his heart ; might well 
have been pardoned for using strong and glowing 
language ; but my firiend, what, what could his emo- 
tions have been, compared with those of the Ameri- 
cian, who, from the cupola of the venerable State 
House, or ike holy summit of Bunker's Hill, sur- 
veys the matchless panorama at his feet, crowded as 
it is with the trophies of the past, and the splendid 
^realities of the present ! And the efiect of such 
scenes and influences upon the deportment and char- 
acter of the people here, is most marked and strik- 
ing. There certainly is a gravity and dignity about 
this town, and about one's feelings while in it, that 
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we sadly lack in our own gay, fascinating, brilliant 
metropolis. 

I am stopping at the Tremont, preferring it, true 
antiquarian that I am, to its grander and more showy 
neighbors. Its plain old granite face, and simple 
Doric porch, to be sure, contrast strikingly with the 
elaborate marble magnificence of its vis-a-vis, the 
Bancroft, But then, my dear friend, remember that 
Daniel Webster used to put up here, two centuries 
ago ; that Choate used to make his famous dinner 
speeches here ; that Holmes, that world-renowned 
wag and bard, here used to set the table in a roar, 
with his brilliant sallies : remember how many gen- 
erations of guests, the wise, the brave, the beauti- 
ful, from all corners of the earth, have exchanged 
salutations in its quaint, pleasant old drawing-room ; 
and can you then wonder that an old-fashioned, fan- 
ciful fellow like me, should prefer its snug chambers, 
and antique fire-places, and scantily supplied read- 
ing-room (they only take fifty papers a day, the land- 
lord told me), to all the colossal splendors of your 
modern hotels ? 

I spent yesterday afternoon at Mount Auburn^ 
A sweet summer afternoon it was, too. I could have 
passed a fortnight there, with pleasure and profit. 
Were there no precious relics in it, or fond memories 
clustering about it, it would still be a most charming 
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spot, with its pleasant walks and hills, and the mu- 
sic of its birds, and brooks, and fountains. But as 
the repository of the bones of the illustrious dead, 
and above all of the illustrissimi of the 19th centu- 
ry, how full of tender interest is it to all Americans ! 
What a place for the student, the artist, the moral- 
ist! What an assembly! What a population of 
statues, too, in bronze and in marble ! What a 
throng of columns, and obelisks, and urns, and mini- 
ature domes, and temples ! What a gallery of ex- 
quisite bas-reliefs, and dainty epitaphs, and plaintive 
verses I Among the older tombs, none struck me so 
much as that of Everett, wonderfully preserved as 
it is, from the ravages of time. Its elaborate beau- 
ty and stately inscriptions, how admirably do they 
accord with the classic elegance of the illustrious 
sleeper, beneath it ; and that statue of Choate hard 
by — what a spirited thing it is ! Choate, the mighty 
orator of old, invincible alike on the stump and in 
the forum ; he who united the close logic of a Wood 
or an Ogden, to the wild fervor of a Rousseau, and 
the poetic fire of a Byron. How finely does his fig- 
ure contrast with that of the neighboring Bowditch ; 
the latter so simple and serene, looking with calm, 
patient eye into the deep heavens, that he so loved 
to explore when in life, and from which he brought 
down so many precious truths for the benefit of his 
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brethren. But why do I speak to you of these mon- 
uments, who are so familiar with them ; or of the 
tombs of the other notables of those days — of the 
Storys, and Prescotts, and Perkinses, and Lawrences, 
and Appletons, and Alstons, and Channings, and 
Wares, and a whole host of brilliant luminaries be- 
sides ; merchant princes, philanthropists, divines, po- 
ets, orators, statesmen, philosophers, who have shed 
so much lustre on that most illustrious of the centu- 
ries of earth ! 

But, my friend, I have been to a spot even more 
dear and sacred than this. Immediately on my ar- 
rival here, I left for Marshfield ; an humble pilgrim, 
eager to pay my tribute of veneration and gratitude, 
and to renew my patriotic vows, at the tomb of our 
great statesman. Haunted, holy ground ! There 
he sleeps, the man of the imperial intellect, and of 
the tender heart ; sleeps in peace, surrounded by his 
kindred, with the elms of his own planting still wav- 
ing over him, and the sea that he so loved to gaze 
upon, evermore chanting his requiem. Fit resting 
place ! monument worthy of the man ! Here are no 
misplaced ornaments, no flaunting flowers, no need- 
less words ; simply his own majestic name. There 
is but one other spot on earth, my friend, where my 
heart has been so stirred within me, and that, I need 
not say, was the chancel of dear old Stratford 
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church. It is delightful to see the affectionate ven- 
eration with which, at the distance of more than two 
centuries, the people hereabouts dwell on the name 
and the memorials of Webster* They seem never 
weary of talking of him, and they delight to show to 
the stranger his favorite haunts, his walks, and 
drives, and fishing grounds ; and to tell how he used 
to stop and chat and joke with his brother-farmers 
and fishermen ; and thejwill have it, and insist up- 
on it with almost ludicrous earnestness, that he was 
not only the greatest orator ajid statesman, but the 
most successful angler and keenest sportsman of his 
day. 

As soon as I got back to my hotel, I renewed my 
acquaintance with the great man, as he lives and 
breathes in the pages of that most charming of all 
biographies, his life by Everett. How especially ad- 
mirable is that part which tells us 6f his last hours, 
his sublime death, and the simple but most touching 
funeral rites with which they consigned him to the 
earth ! Of all the closing scenes of the illustrious 
men of modern times, is there one to compare with 
this, either in beauty or grandeur? But I forget 
that 1 am trespassing most unwarrantably upon your 
columns. 

I shall, of course, spend to-morrow here. I am 
anxious to see how these Athenians of America will 
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inaugurate the fourth century of the Republic. If 
they keep the promise of their programme, it will 
be a most superb and brilliant affair. The oration 
by Winthrop, we may be sure, will be a gem, of the 
first water. Old Harvard, they say, means to be 
out in great state, on the occasion. Our accomplish- 
ed friend, Sprague, has just been reading to me the 
words of a hymn, written by himself, and to bo sung 
by some ten thousand children, to-morrow, on the 
Common, after the procession returns from Bunker's 
Hill. It is a spirit-stirring thing, worthy of his il- 
lustrious ancestor. By the way, the mosaic copy of 
the " Reply to Hayne," which you are so much in- 
terested in, is nearly finished, and has a most bril- 
liant effect. It was high time for it to be executed, 
for the original is sadly faded. 

Most faithfully yours, 



{Prom an Occasional Correspondent.) 

Philadelphia, July 2d, 2076. 
Gentlemen : — I send you my usual hebdomadal 
budget from this ancient and goodly city, though I 
have not much to say for myself this morning, either 
in the way of sentiment or of statistics. Yesterday 
was the first really warm day we have had this sea- 
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son, and it sent some ten thousand comfort-seeking 
citizens accordingly, to Cape May and Long Branch. 
It was jather unpatriotic in them, I think, not to 
wait for the forthcoming anniversary. We can spare 
them, though. There will be quite enough of us left 
to do it honor. Depend upon it, Philadelphia will 
not be behind her sister cities, either in th9 splendor 
or the appropriateness of her rites, on this all-glori- 
ous occasion. In fact, has she not the advantage of 
them all, in historical associations, and in the conse- 
quent dramatic eflfect that she can give her celebra- 
tion? I refer you, however, to the order of the day, 
as published in this morning's papers. 

I have sent, as you requested, the catalogue of the 
Exhibition just opened, at the magnificent new build- 
ings of the Academy, in Schuylkill 37th-street. It 
consists, as you will perceive, almost entirely of 
American masterpieces, of the 19th, 20th, and 21st 
centuries ; each century having a superb gallery to 
itself I have barely had time to glance at its treas- 
ures. Among the older masters, I noticed those re- 
nowned works, Alston's Dead Man Revived^ West's 
Christ healing the Sick, Leutze's Washington 
crossing the Delaware, Lessing's Martyrdom of 
Huss, Huntington's Mercy^s Dream, from the fa- 
mous old Carey gallery, and many others, equally 
famous and precious. Among the sculptures of that 
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era stand conspicuous, Greenough's Penn and the 
Indian Gr«r/, Powers' colossal statues of Clay and 
Webster, and a Christ by Crawford — the same one 
that the critics of old so long insisted upon attribut- 
ing to Thorwaldsen, till our American Winkelmann, 
Skiddings, finally set the matter at rest in his fa- 
mous dissertation. But it would take a months 
daily visits, to familiarize oneself with the contents 
of this princely collection. Conspicuous among th« 
chef d'oeuvres of the 21st century, I noticed our 
friend Gascon's colossal picture of the Inaugura- 
tion of the Crystal Palace a£ Joppa by the Presi- 
dent of Palestine. The subject is not a particu- 
larly poetical one, but there is a world of work in 
the picture, and some admirable coloring. 

The Opera has just closed for the season. It has 
had a success far beyond that of any previous year, a 
success all the more gratifying, since the management 
have relied exclusively on native talent, both in the 
vrotks produced, and in the artists who have inter- 
preted thepa. They talk of a grand demonstration, 
on 4th December next, it being the 200th Anniver- 
sary of the establishment. " This magnificent build- 
ing was first opened to the public, on the 4th of 
December, 1876, with Fry's Grand Opera of Aurelia. 
It was constructed after the designs of Haviland, 
though not in the life-time of that distinguished ar- 
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ohitect. Larger and more sumptnous buildings hare 
since been erected in this and other cities, but none 
more truly beautiful, or more admirably adapted to the 
production of grand musical effects, etc., etc. I cite 
from Smithson^s History of the American Lyrical 
Drama^ vol. 2d, of the Philadelphia edition of 1897. 
But I forget that you are not such confirmed antiqui- 
ty mongers as myself. To return to our own gene- 
ration. I see Camden and Amboy has got down to 
815. Don't be alarmed, though. A mere ruae of 
the bears, I assure you. If it don't touch 400 be- 
fore Christmas, then I am no true prophet. Hold 
on, likewise, to your Beading stock. The stories 
about the coal giving out, are too ridiculous. There's 
enough left under Pennsylvania to supply not mere- 
ly a terrestrial, but a Satanic demand, for centuries 
to come. Yours truly, 

Anthjeiax. 

Here's a queer thing. 

{JProm the Memphis Spectator,) 

The trial of Thomas Jones for the murder of Wil- 
liam Thompson, has duly terminated in his convic- 
tion. Lest our antipodean readers may have lost 
the run of the fects in this case, we will briefly state 
that the crime in question was committed some two 
months Since, in the National Theatre in this city, 
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during the performance of the prisoner's tragedy of 
Pelopidas, and that the third act of said tragedy was 
the bloody instrument of death, poor Thompson hav- 
ing died of laughter thereat. The prisoner was 
ably defended. His counsel undertook to prove, in 
the first place, that the unfortunate deceased had 
voluntarily entered the theatre, on this sanguinary 
occasion, and that this therefore was clearly a case, 
not of homicide, but of self-destruction. It was sat- 
isfactorily established however, that the poor man 
had been fairly teazed, worried, tormented into go- 
ing, by the prisoner ; that his ticket had been pre- 
sented to him, his seat secured, and that a carriage had 
been sent for him on the evening of said performance, 
all at said prisoner's expense ; thereby clearly evi- 
dencing copious and deep-seated malice aforethought. 

It was then attempted to throw the onus and odi- 
um of the crime upon the officiating actors, but with- 
out avail ; for it was made out, most conclusively, 
by the testimony of at least a score of respectable 
and intelligent critics, who were present at the time, 
that it was the atrocious absurdity of the lines them- 
selves that did the deed. " The play, the plajfs the 
thing," so said they all, ^' that finished Thompson, 
and has frightened us away from the theatre ever 
since." 

The jury, after an absence of a minute and a half, 
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returned with a verdict of guilty. On hearing it, 
the prisoner behaved abominably, shaking his fists, 
swearing most piratically, and moreover, extending 
to all present, invitations, the nature of which pro- 
priety will not allow us to describe. 

The unhappy wretch was brought into court this 
morning, for scQtence. The judge, after comment- 
ing with unusual feeling and eloquence upon the 
enormity of his crime, proceeded, with great solem- 
nity of manner, to condemn the prisoner to sit out, 
(and upon the identical seat lately occupied by his 
victim,) a full and complete round of Shaksperian 
characters, to be portrayed by Charles Cooke, Esq., 
at the opening of the National Theatre in this city, 
in September next. 

There will, it is said, be a strong effort made to 
procure a commutation of this terrible sentence. 
We trust that it will prove unavailing ; not that we 
bear the unfortunate convict any ill-will, but for the 
sake of our reputation as a law-abiding, and law- 
executing community. Crimes so cold-blooded and 
atrocious must no longer be tolerated in our midst, 
and unless they are overtaken by sure, speedy, and 
fearful punishment, there will be no peace or safety 
among us. 
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Whatistliis? 

" We have barely time, before going to press, to 
Bnatch a few items from the huge mass of news re^ 
ceived by yesterday's steamers, without any attempt 
at arrangement or comment. 

The elections in England have passed ofif very 
quietly, and the Democracy have, as usual, carried 
everything before them. 

The 94th anniversary of Irish Independence waa 
celebrated with unusual spirit. The great feature of 
the day was a grand dinner in Phoenix Park, at which 
50,000 guests were assembled. The viands, wines, 
confectionery, music, accessories of all sorts, to say 
nothing of the oratory, far surpassed anything of the 
kind ever before witnessed in the eastern hemis- 
phere. 

We see, by recent Ronian papers, that the Baths 
of Garacalla have been completely restored to their 
pristine magi^ificence, and were opened to the public 
on the 23d ult., with appropriate ceremonies, and an 
admirable address from th^ President. 

The Paris journals are quite crazy about Ching- 
Bing, the famous Chinese composer's last grand ope- 
ra of Byron. They say it is the greatest musical 
success of the century. The chorus of gondoliers, 
in the second act, excited the wildest enthusiasm in 
the audience. It was nearly half an hour before or- 
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der was restored, and the performance resumed. At 
the close, the maestro was literally buried under the 
accumulation of bouquets that fell upon him, and 
was with difficulty extricated. 

We are sorry to see, by the Jerusalem Herald, 
that the freight depot of the Central Arabian Rail 
Road at Medina, was completely destroyed by fire 
on the 20th ult. Lightning was the incendiary. 
Six millions Will hardly cover the loss. 

The grand Cosmopolitan Observatory, occupying 
the site of the Tower of Babel, will be finished and 
dedicated early in October. The Address on the 
occasion will be delivered by Dr. Brakendorflf, the 
world-renowned scholar of Moscow, and the poem by 
the Persian bard, Se-di. 

The great game of chess between the two Cairos, 
has terminated at last in favor of our oriental breth- 
ren. Father Nile has been too much for Father 
Mississippi, this time. This famous encounter is of 
many years' standing, and has greatly interested the 
connoisseurs of both hemispheres. The very long 
and entertaining account of its* origin and progress, 
in the Egyptian Observer, we hope soon to find room 
for. 

Ten thousand copies of the Federalist were sold 
at the recent Tobolsk Trade Sales. 

The regatta of all nations, at Odessa, turned out 
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a most brilliant aflfair. The prize was carried oflf by 
the Japanese junk, Nim-shi. The second honors 
were awarded to the Baltimore clipper, Soto. Such 
a throng of strangers was never known in all Rus- 
sia. Landlords wouldn't even look at a doubloon, for 
a small bed, au quinziime. 

Yankee Mills and wife are playing a round of 
their favorite characters, with most gratifying suc- 
cess, at Siam, 

The Emperor of China, who is a famous horticul- 
turist, has been cultivating the black Hamburgh 
Grape, with great enthusiasm and wonderful results, 
recently, at his retreat at Lud-low, 

The next grand Conference meeting of Cosmopol- 
itan Whalers will be held at Tahiti, on the fifteenth 
of the coming November. 



What have we here ? 
" List of Patents, issuing' from the United States 

Patent Office, for the week ending June 30, 2076. 

Israel Washington, of Norridgewock, Maine, for 
improvements in the manufacture of India Rubber 
Consciences. Patent dated June 26, 2076. 

Alexander Hamilton Thompson, of Patchogue, 
New-York, for improvements in the Shark-drawn 
Submarine Plough. Same date. 
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Oliver Wolcott Wiggins, of Palmyra, Timpanogo, 
for his Patent Steam Luggage-Checker and Ticket- 
Taker. Same date. 

Hercules X. Smith, of Thebes, North Utah, for 
improvements in the Self- Adjusting and Self- Venti- 
lating Diaper. Same date. 

William Wordsworth Wilson, of Waterbury, Con- 
necticut, for improvements in the Infant's Ready 
Reckoner. Same (late. 

Henry Clay Stone, of Madrid, South Oregon, for 
his Steam Prescription-Mixer and Sherry-Cobbler 
Compounder. Patent dated June 29, 2076. 

John Jones, of London, Zacatecas, for improve- 
ments in the Steam Counterfeit Detector. Same 
date." 

And a host of others, of kindred dignity and value. 



^^List of Books, received at the office of the New- 
York Evening- Star, for the week ending Sat- 
urday lastJ^ 

Mehercule ! what a string of them ! 

Uses and Abuses of Pocket Lightning, By Dr. 
Waggles. 2 vols, quarto. Tompkins <fc Co., N. Y. 

Every Infant its own Linen-Shifter. 1 vol. 18 
mo. Tompkins ifc Co. 



54 BOOKS RECEIVED. 

Every Man his own Climate-Maker. 1 vol. 18 
mo. Tompkins <fc Co. 

Every Citizen his own Counsel, Judge and Jury 
in all Civil Ca^es, 1 vol. 18mo. Tompkins <fc Co. 

Hand Book for Young Aeronauts. 1 vol. 18 
mo. Carter <fc Brothers, N". Y. 

Infant Polkist and Mazurkisfs Vade Mecum. 
2 vols. 4to. with Illustrations. By Artaxerxes Hogg. 
Carter <fc Brothers. 

The Mysterious Mosquitoe. A Moral Tale, by 
the author of the Enterprizing Flea. 2 vols. 12 mo. 
Carter <fc Brothers. 

Religious Aspects of the 21st Century, as corn- 
pared with those of the 20th, being a discourse de- 
livered before the Society of the 112th St. Church, 
by Rev. Alohzo Wiggins. Carter <fc Brothers. 

Thanatopsis, in 24 Languages. 1 vol. 8vo. with 
Illustrations and Illuminations. Carter <fc Brothers. 

Walks and Talks in Madagascar. By the 
author of Diving-Bell Musings. 1 vol. 12mo. Jones 
<fc Co., Boston. 

Caught at Last, or the Authorship of Junius 
placed beyond all Peradventure. By Solomon Mudd. 
8 vols. 4to. Jones <fc Co. 

Esaias Patef actus, or the Lock of Prophecy fair- 
ly picked. By Constantino Hobbs. 6 vols. 4to. — 
Jones <fc Co. 
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And so forth, and so forth. Charming works, I 
dare say, all of them ; perfect nonpareils, in their 
respective departments. What have we here ? 

Notices of New Publications. 

The Administration of Washington. By Daniel 
Webster. 2 vols. 8v6. Jones & Co., New- York, 
2076. 

A superb edition, truly, of this glorious old Ame- 
rican classic. How refreshing, how charming is it, 
to be able to escape occasionally from the cares and 
bustle of this hurrying, crowding, driving generation, 
and to take refuge in a book like this ; to quit, if but 
for a little hour, the material. Sordid Present, and to 
sit at the feet and listen to the inspiring lessons of 
our majestic Past ! Such lessons ! Such teachers ! 
People don't write in this fashion, in our days. — 
Where, where, amid the writings of contemporary 
historians, do we find any approach to a style like this ? 
Such grasp of thought, such comprehensive views of 
life, such elevation of sentiment, such devotion to 
liberty, such passionate outpourings of patriotism ! 
And then, such a limpid flow of language, such a clear 
narration of facts, such a persuasive statement of 
arguments, such an apparent mastery alike of the 
grand outlines and of the minutest details of his sub- 
ject. But we feel that it is alike superfluous and 
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presumptuous, for any man alive to sing the praises 
of our great historian, or his hero. What corner of 
the earth knoweth them not, cherisheth not their 
memories ? Even as the Paradise Lost reveals to 
the world the grandest of themes, as handled by the 
Bublimest of poets, so doth the Administration of 
Washington manifest to us, the first of patriots, as 
portrayed by the most consummate of statesmen. 

Maternal Milk for Literary Sucklings, By Ta- 
bitha Perley. Vol. 1. — No. 1. Boston : Samp- 
son ifc Co. 2076. 

This is the first of a proposed series of little works, 
intended for the edification and improvement of the 
ante-weaning period of life. The idea is a good one, 
worthy of a New England mother. How many pre- 
cious intervals are there, between the naps and the 
meals of our little darlings, now employed in kicking, 
squalling, and all manner of convulsive movements, 
that might, we are convinced, under some judicious 
system of management, (such as is set forth by the 
authoress in her interesting preface,) be consecrated 
to the acquisition of knowledge, alike useful and ap- 
propriate to that sadly neglected portion of existence. 
Mrs. Perley opens the ball with Entomology. Sho 
handles the subject most admirably. Her descrip- 
tion of the Cockroach must commend itself to the 
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attention of every sensible suckling. Mrs. P. intro- 
duces her theme to the community, with a very apt 
quotation from Wordsworth's famous ode, Intima- 
tions of Immortality derivedfrom the Recollections 
of Childhood, By the way, we read the whole of 
that same ode, this very morning, to one of our own 
dear little breast-drainers, and were perfectly aston- 
ished at the degree of intelligent interest which it 
manifested therein. What was even more surpris- 
ing, an entertaining kitten, that had previously been 
playing with a ball of yarn, with more than ordinary 
grace and sprightliness, suddenly suspended its sport, 
dropped quietly upon its haunches, and gazed with 
glittering eye upon us, throughout the entire perusal. 
Success to Mrs. Perley's enterprize. Heaven only 
knows what may come of it, in this era of amazing 
developments ! 

The Loose Screw : A Comedy, in five Acts. By 
the author of the Sentimental Sugar-Biscuit Ba- 
ker, the Transcendental Ferryman, etc. Mug- 
gins ifc Co., New York, 2076. 
There is certainly a good deal of fun and spright- 
liness in this eflfort, and no small allowance of bitter 
satire withal. The great defect is in the plot, which 
sadly lacks bustle and complication. Indeed, we 
can hardly recall a single really effective situation, 
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or downright surprise, from the beginning to the end 
of the piece. The idea upon which it is constructed 
is certainly a dramatic one, i.e. the annoyances ai^d 
absurdities which must perforce overtake every fam- 
ily, the prominent members of which are riding spir- 
ited hobbies in opposite directions. We do not 
think, however, that the author has done it justice. 
The best characters in the play decidedly, are Old 
Hjobbs, the pater familias and epic poet, and Young 
Hobbs, the Machino- Maniac, as he is called in the 
Dram. Pers. ; the same whom Subtle, the rascally 
lawyer of the jaece, calls Young Steamboat, and 
whom he expects " to see some fine morning, tumb- 
ling out of bed with a pair of paddle-boxes at his 
hips, and a smoke-pipe issuing out of his stomach.^' 
Hobbs the Elder's wife, too, that beautiful compound 
of sluttishness, high temper, and philiinthropy,' is a 
vigorously, but coarsely drawn character. But, as 
we said before, there is a terrible want of plot in the 
play. What little there is, is so simple and trans- 
parent, that any small boy could see how things 
must turn out, from the very start. On the whole, 
this production will not interfere with the laurels of 
the author of the School for Scandal, or supplant in 
our afiFections, the wicked, fascinating performances 
of Farquhar. 
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Pbemsy by Anthony Winterbottom. Carter and 
Brothers, New York. 2076. 

A precious contribution, truly, to American litera- 
ture ! The attributes of Mr. Winterbottom's muse 
will be readily inferred from a mere enumeration of 
the themes upon which she expatiates. The follow- 
ing are some of the " opening flowers" from which 
this rare queen-bee of song hath laid up her melli- 
fluous stores : Apostrophe to Buncombe ; My first 
Cigar ; Ballyhack^ a Vision ; On seeing the Au- 
tograph of Jno. Jacob Astor ; To my Creditors ; 
To a Sm^iSick Fellow Passenger ; A Meditation 
on the Mammoth Hog ; To an . imcurrent Bank- 
Notef etc, etc. Glorious, inspiring subjects ! De- 
lightful fields, wherein 

" To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 
And witch the world with noble Poetry." 

Or to speak more correctly, this is a most wilful 
bringing down of the said.Pegasus: from his lofty 
and appropriate sphere, and deliberately and mali- 
ciously harnessing him before a filthy oyster-cart. 
There is no excuse for such shameful perversions 
as these. If Mr. Winterbottom have, indeed, " the 
vision and the faculty divine " of the poet, why not 
employ them upon congenial themes ? If not, how 
can he justify this outrageous assault upon the pa- 
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tience and the pockets of the community? We 
shall quote just enough of these gems, and no more, 
than will serve to vindicate our criticism upon 
them. The Mammoth Hog lines open thus : 

' " Stupendous creature, that, in thy savory sty, 

Daily, for sixpence, 'mid the pleasing sounds j 

Of squeaking fiddles, and asthmatic trombones, 

Unto the gaping, verdant countryman. 

And grinning schoolboy, dost reveal thy vast 

Dimensions, whilst the astounded gazer holds, 

Tightly, his powerfully-appealed to nose ; 

Hail, hail, thou ton of pork, and hail Columbia, 

Happy land that bore thee : hail, favored country, 

That was thy boyhood's home !" etc., etc. 

Abominable as this is, there is nothing better in 
the volume. The stanzas commencing, 

** Call for the specie while ye may. 

Like weasels, ever waking, 
For the same bank that's flush to«day, 

To-morrow may be breaking," 

poor as they are per se, are at the same time, a most 
rascally parody on those sweet verses of Herrick, 
'^ Gather ye rose-buds," <fcc. Such a two-fold enor- 
mity as this, we cannot readily forgive. So, the ver- 
ses. To my Creditors, beginning. 
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" 'Tis time these notes of mine should cease, 

Indorscrs are so very shy i 
But while a gull is left to fleece, 

Still let me try. 

My credit is no longer green ; 

The flowers and fruits of tick are gone ; 
The suit, the judgment, and the lien, 

Are mine alone,'' 

and so following ; what are they, but a most wanton 
and inexcusable burlesque upon the most touching 
and plaintive of poems ? What notions of proprie- 
ty and decency must this Mr. Winterbottom have, 
to trifle thus with the dying strains of the sweet 
Swan of Newstead ! 

There are several indifferent attempts at Latin 
verse in this book. The only two of the slightest 
pretensions, are the Voces Noctis, a quinque punc- 
tis, wherein a night at the Five Points, is described 
somewhat graphically, and the Extinctio Soricum 
a canibus lethi/eris, in which a grand terrier and 
rat encounter is set forth, with decidedly more vigor 
than elegance. 

The most absurd, and at the same time reprehen- 
sible thing in the volume, is the Dedication : — 



\ 
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To the 
FATHER OF LIES, 

this little book 

IS 

AfiFectionately inscribed. 

This alone, will, and ought to damn it, had it a 
thousand fold the merit it has. Such levity cannot 
be tolerated. Mr. Winterbottom has made a terri- 
ble mistake, in every way, in giving this production 
to the world. We are sorry to say so. From the 
author of the Reminiscences of Communipaw and 
the History of the Jersey Oyster War, we certain- 
ly expected better things. 

Tales of a Traveler ; translated by Ching-Chow. 
Pekin. 2076. Mauch-chunk, Brothers. 

The Spy ; translated by Slam-Bang. Mint- Sling 
<fc Co., Publishers. Canton. 2076. 

These are, certainly, very handsomely got up 
works, especially the first, which reflects great credit 
upon its enterprizing publishers. The illustrations, 
by Flap-jack, are beyond all praise. We consider 
Flap-jack decidedly at the head of Chinese art ; in 
fact, the Darley of the 21st century. What other 
man could have so successfully illustrated the exube- 
rant humor and delicate fency of his author? Of 
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the merits of the translation, we can only say, that 
the very highest authority on such matters, to wit, 
our friend Dinks, the American Mezzofanti, pro- 
nounces it admirable. He says that he was reading, 
yesterday, the story of the Devil and Tom Walker ^ 
in this version, with almost the same high relish as 
in the original itself. He does not speak with the 
same enthusiasm, however, of Slam-bang's transla- 
tion of the Spy. D. has just returned from a little 
pleasure-jaunt in the East. He tells us that there 
is a decided re-action there, within the last twelve- 
month, in favor of American literature, after an in- 
difference almost amounting to aversion, for nearly 
half a century. Not only are they reproducing our 
fine old classics, like those at the head of this notice, 
but the popular writers of the day are circulating 
like wild-fii:e. He says, that he Jeft all Mongolia 
grinning over Tip-ipink^s capital version of the in- 
imita][)le Twenty- Times- Told- Tales of Wiggles. 
Dinks made one curious remark, by the way. 
" Were there," said he, " any representatives of 
Washington Irving or of Fenimore Cooper alive, this 
day, and were the doctrine of entails applicable to 
the law of copyright, they would be receiving very 
little less than a million of dollars per annum, re- 
spectively, from the writings of their all-glorious 
ancestors." 
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Doggetfs Directory. New York. 2076. 6 vols., 
8vo. 

This is the 235th edition of this immortal work. 
The Mercantile Library Association, and our hum- 
ble selves, are, we believe, the only parties in town, 
who have a copy of i\iQ first. "Look on this pic- 
ture, and on this.^^ What discourse, on the growth 
of Gotham, by the most learned and brilliant Pundit 
therein, could be half so eloquent as the simple 
juxta-position of these two editions ? Why, there 
are positively almost as many Smit/is in the last, 
as names of all sorts in the first. With all our rev- 
erence for antiquity, we must say that the version 
for the present year is a far more sightly afifair than 
its illustrious progenitor. The pioneer edition, in 
its freshest state, could never have been a beauty ; 
could never have been considered an appropriate 
New Year's gift for a lady. We should be loth to 
consider it a fair specimen of New York typography 
and binding, in the 19th century ; whereas its bulky 
descendant would not look out of place in the hand- 
somest library in the land. 

It is painfully interesting to think of the probable 
size, weight, cost, diflSculty of investigating, imprac- 
ticability of borrowing, and general Encyclopaedic 
appearance of this same publication, in the year of 
grace, 3000. 
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Harpers^ Magazine for July, 2076. 

True as the dial to the sun, came to our table No. 
1715 of this world-renowned giant of the monthlies. 
The success of this work is quite unprecedented in 
the annals of literature. We hardly dare say how 
many thousands of hands are employed in the prepa- 
ration of each number, or how many millions of copies 
are scattered over the globe each month, lest we should 
be accused of romancing. Its Fee-jee circulation alone 
we are told, is over fifteen hundred, while at Owhyhee, 
more than five thousand number^ are devoured, each 
new moon, with even more relish than the proprietors 
themselves would have been, three centuries ago. — 
Indeed, one could hardly desire a pleasanter little 
library, than a complete set of this work from the 
commencement. The bill of fare of the present No. 
is fully equal to that of any of its predecessors. We 
have not had time yet to devour all the good things. 
The Defence of the Drama we read with great in- 
terest. It seemed to us the ablest article on the sub- 
ject that we have seen for years, and marked by a 
most catholic and tolerant spirit. We shall look for 
the continuation of it with impatience. The verses 
to a Sherry-Cohbler are in Wotherspoon's best style. 
There is a point and sparkle about this writer's efifu- 
sions that often remind us of the charming old muse 
of Halleck. The Pictorial History of Borneo is 
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continued, with signal ability. The engravings alone 
are worth ten times the price of the number. The 
fourteenth book of My Epic, fully holds its own. — 
We can hardly say the same for No. 13 of the Imr 
aginary Conversations ; between William Bowlegs 
and Alcibiades. The sentiment put into the mouth 
of Bowlegs, that Napoleon was as pure a patriot as 
Washington, is perfectly outrageous. We are sur- 
prized that the editors should have allowed it a place 
in their conservative and high-toned pages. A Night 
at Malaga, by Richard Dashall, is capital. So is 
the Whortleberry- Gatherers of Bohemia ; evident- 
ly from the same lively pen that gave us the Seren- 
aders of Serringapatam, in the last number. We 
have not been able to explore yet the contents of the 
Editor's Table, Easy Chair and Drawer. They have 
the usual inviting look, however. 

Up the Senegal. By Thomas Nokes. John Styles, 
Boston. 2076. 

This is No. 47 of Styles's Semi-Monthly Series. 
We need not say that this little book is full of its 
fun, or that the wood-cuts are superb. All the world 
have found that out for themselves, some time since. 
How such a treat can be served up for ten cents, 
however, we confess passes our comprehension. 
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Over-Sky Journey to New- Guinea. By Susan 
Smith. 1 vol. 12mo. Tompkins <fc Co., New- 
York. 2076. 

Bubbles and Suds, From the Original Hindoo. — 
With notes Critical and Explanatory. By James 
Longshanks, LL.D. 
A friend has sent us an elaborate notice of each 

of the above works, but we are compelled to defer 

them till our next. 



Common Council, 

July 2, 2076. Board of Aldermen. Present all 
the members, except Van Winkle (2d), and Smith 
(34th). The minutes of the previous meeting were 
read and adopted, after which the following petitions 
were read and referred : Of J. Moore, for renewal 
of ferry lease from 147th-street to Jersey. Of own- 
ers of property in Newark Avenue, against the con- 
struction of a sewer in, or translation of swine from, 
said avenue. Of D. Bulgruddery Brown, and oth- 
ers, juvenile collectors of old quids and segar stumps, 
for repeal of recent anti-tobacco ordinances. Of 
owners of property in Third Avenue, against inter- 
fering with the venerable usage of Sabbath Trotting- 
Matches on said avenue. 0£ Flower Gardeners, for 
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further enlargement of the Kingsland Flower-Mar- 
ket, etc., etc. 

Resolutions were adopted to re-perrine Broadway, 
from the Battery to 200th street, and 64th street 
from river to river. Also to continue the present 
obstructions and Arabian odors in South street, from 
Piers 37 to 61, inclusive. Also to promote the ftir- 
ther circulation of cattle, at high noon, along the va- 
rious Rail Road tracks of the metropolis. Also to 
add two thousand dollars to the salary of the chef 
de cuisine of the Corporation. 

Aid. Abernethy (25th) oflFered a preamble and 
resolution, as follows, viz. : 

Whereas, the Mayor and Aldermen of the city of 
Valparaiso are on a flying visit to the city of New 
York, 

Resolved, That a Committee of five from each 
Board be appointed to make manifest unto them the 
Elephants, and other zoological marvels of the Me- 
tropolitan Menagerie, and likewise duly to initiate 
them into the mysteries of the Tea-Room, and other 
public institutions. 

The mover, and Aldermen Swift, Jones, Dwight, 
and Doddridge were thereupon appointed said Com- 
mitte. 

Reports were then adopted in favor of continuing 
the route of the 25th street Rail Road through the 
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transept of Trinity Chapel. In favor of a general 
substitution of Camphene for Gras, in all public 
buildings. In favor of a deduction of seventy-five 
per centum from the numbers, and fifty per centum 
from the pay, of the Police force of the metropolis. 
In favor of an augmentation of one hundred per cen- 
tum of the capitation tax on unmuzzled dogs in the 
dog-days, and of confining the business of arresting and 
handing over said canine delinquents to the authori- 
ties, to public functionaries exclusively. An amend- 
ment ofifered by Aid. Dinks, exempting therefrom 
the dog portion of the troupe now performing at the 
Cooper Place Opera House, was unanimously adopt- 
ed. Aid. King then moved that the hearty thanks 
of the Board be presented to the Ten Governors, for 
their munificent present, just received, of ten superb 
turtles, and that we forthwith adjourn to inspect the 
same. Adjourned. 

Assistants. — No meeting, the Board having left 
town for San Francisco, in compliance with an invi- 
tation duly tendered them by the City Fathers of 
the great Occidental Metropolis, to unite with them 
in celebrating the Jubilee of the Nation. 



Ah, here^s a formidable column of Miscellaneous 
Items for you ! What are they all about, I wonder ? 
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" The Historical Society have just taken posses- 
sion of their magnificent new building, in Clay Place. 
It is gratifying to know that this venerable institu- 
tion is in a highly flourishing condition. Great as 
has been the expense of their present habitation, 
which is a perfect model, in the way of strength, se- 
curity, comfort, and elegance, they have still a very 
satisfectory surplus fund to show. They number 
upwards of twenty thousand members, which of 
course, yields them a princely income. Their Li- 
brary already contains more than 700,000 volumes, 
and every day adds something to its treasures ; be- 
ing, by all odds, the largest Historical Collection, 
(which character it has strictly preserved from the 
start,) in the world. There is no spot of earth that 
has ever had a history annexed to it, (and which the 
great Devourer hath not consumed,) from the first 
planting of Eden down to the last Antarctic discov- 
ery, whose records will not be found in it. In this 
city of valuable and interesting things, what is there, 
after all, to be compared with this same library, in 
interest or value ? What is there, that we are so 
proud to show to strangers, so anxious to transmit, 
safe and sound, to our children !" 

" A couple of superb icebergs arrived in the lower 
bay, last evening. It is just a week since they left 
their homes in BaflSn's Bay. They were towed 
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doim in fine style by the steamers Oliver EUs- 
irorth and the Labrador. We saw them this mom* 
ing at sunrise, and a most brilliant appearance they 
presented. Before we left, there were at least forty 
steam tugs on the ground, with their attendant bar- 
ges, and a whole host of laborers, duly armed and 
eqaiij^d with their ladders, grappling-irons, saws, 
hamiQWS, crowbars, and other implements of de« 
sia^otion. , They went at the work of demolition 
Withevident gusto, this warm weather. We could'nt 
help asking ourselves, how many hundreds of tons 
o£ th^e same children of the pole, would be served 
up before sunset^ in the shape of mint-juleps and 
sherry-cobblewj ; how many would be surrounding 
rU>s of beef and legs of mutton, and surmounting 
pats of butter ; how many would be cooling the fevered 
brows of the sipk, and pressed into the sad service of 
death ; would be ministering, indeed, in every way, to 
the wants and whims of the great metropolis. Cu- 
rious, but improfitable speculations ! What ttwuld 
Alfred the Gt«at have ^aid, though, to such a rapid, 
spiritedmode of carrying on business ? Nay, would 
not Eobert Fulton himself have whistled in his 
amazemenl^ had he beheld results like these ?" 

^^ The Monketz-Primary-School experiment has, 
as wefeared it woidd, turned out disastrously. After- 
all the pains 6f the Committee, and the arduous la- 
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bors of the teachers employed, the bubble burst 
most completely on Saturday last, and in a way alike 
painful and ludicrous. Up to that time, it must be 
confessed, things had certainly looked encouraging. 
It seems ttat a class in Geography had actually 
been organized, and that the pupils had already be- 
come quite correct and prompt in their answers, and 
handy in the use of their maps ; so much so, that 
on the day of the grand catastrophe, a private exhi- 
bition, before a few warm friends of the experiment, 
had just commenced. The monkeys were duly seat- 
ed, in orderly array, upon their benches, to the num- 
ber of a hundred, with their tails stowed away un- 
der their haunches, and their atlases in their paws ; 
presenting, altogether, says a friend who was pres- 
ent, a most docile and interesting appearance. An 
intelligent young monkey had already taken up his 
station at the black-board, and was twirling about 
the chalk, preparatory to describing a circle, when 
lo, there suddenly and rapidly descended, through 
the sky-light of the room wherein this educational 
attempt was prpgressing, a sack of peanuts, which, 
bursting as it struck the floor, revealed its treasures 
to the astonished crowd. In the twinkling of an 
eye, all was tumult and confusion. A tremendous 
and terrific scramble for the nuts, forthwith ensued. 
In vain did the dismayed teachers endeavor to re- 
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store oMer ; in vain did they seek to take possession 
of the cause of this wild outbreak. Their pupils 
flew at them en masse, pulled, hauled, bit, tore, 
scratched, and nearly deprived them of their eyes. 
The poor fellows were taken home at last, in a car- 
riage, in a frightfully ragged and disfigured condi- 
tion. Most of the spectators, in their panic, took to 
their heels ; the few who remained, with difficulty 
rescuing the instructors from the infuriated throng, 
A strong body of the stars was soon upon the 
spot. After a severe struggle, the monkeys were 
captured, and sent to an adjoining menagerie. 
Whether the sack of nuts was dropped by some bad 
boys, out of mere wantonness, or whether it was a 
nefarious contrivance of some enemy of the Com- 
mittee, and foe to progress, remains to be seen. The 
matter is undergoing a most rigid investigation*" 

"We had the honor of shaking hands, to-day, with 
our old friend Seth Peterson, of Marshfield, lineal 
descendant of the Seth, the friend and brother-fish- 
erman of Daniel Webster ; the same whom he has 
immortalized in the famous Saratoga oration, pror 
nounced by him just befi)re the great Tip-and-Ty 
victory of the Whigs over the Loco-Focos, in the 
year of grace 1840 ; or as Wilson, the historian, 
calls it, the Grand HardrCider-and-Log-Cabin 
DemonstroHcm. Webster and Peterson! glorious 
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names ! the one, the greatest orator and statesman, 
the other, the greatest cod-taker and chowder-maker 
of the 19th century. Mr. P., as was his illustrious 
ancestor before him, is a subscriber to our venerable 
journal, and he called, with characteristic prompt- 
ness, to pay his subscription. Though near seventy, 
our friend looks as hearty and ruddy as a boy, and 
we dare say could pull an oar, or kill a duck, to-day, 
with any lad in the old bay, or the old Granite State. 
Good luck to him and his ! And may future Peter- 
sons continue to take the New York Evening Star, 
up to the very day of doom itself!" 

" The great Columbian Circus, in Fillmore Place^ 
is rapidly rising to completion. The proprietors 
hope to open it early in October. We have seen a 
programme of their arrangements for the occasion, 
but are not at liberty, yet, to publish it. We can 
only say, that if carried out, it will present to our 
citizens the most superb spectacle ever witnessed in 
America. The building itself, (a full description of 
which will be furnished us in a few days, by the ar- 
chitect, Haviland Wiikins, Esq.,) will be three times 
the size of the Colosseum, with an arena of corres- 
ponding proportions. The contrivances for ventila- 
tion and illumination, and for introducing water, with 
a view to fountains, cascades, sham-fights, regattas, 
&c., reflect great credit on Mr. W. Our friend Ti- 
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tus thinks, by the way, that this classic pile ought 
to have a more classic appellation. He is for call- 
ing it the Circus Maximus Neo-Ehoracensis. It 
certainly has a stately sound ; but the masses, we 
think, will prefer the other, as being at once more 
popular and pronounceable." 

" Last night, for the first time these three years, 
our citizens were regaled with a fire. That rickety 
old concern, known as the Falstaff Buildings^ in 
the Eighth Avenue, corner of 45th street, took fire a 
little after midnight, and was rapidly consumed. — 
Under the circumstances, it is certainly not to be 
wondered at, that there was a very poor show of en- 
gines on the ground, and any thing but a superabun- 
dance of Annihilators. That the Department has 
kept together at all, is surprising, considering how 
seldom there is any call for its services. It is only 
such antediluvian structures as the one in question, 
that furnish any food for the devouring element ; and 
they are fast disappearing before the march of im- 
provement. For ourselves, we are delighted that the 
old eye-sore is out of the way. It was not only a 
shabby, but an unsafe concern ; decidedly unsavory, 
too, both in odor and in reputation. There are con- 
flicting statements, as usual, about the origin of the 
conflagration. The most plausible ascribes it to the 
nose of a descendant of Bardolph, a notorious fre- 
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quenter of the Pig-and-Whistle Pot-house, in said 
buildings, and an occasional vocalist at the Free-and- 
Easies of that Establishment. At any rate, that 
highly inflammable object was seen hovering about 
the premises, all through the evening. We know 
well the nose in question, and its wearer : the jolly 
dog, we have seen him, more than once, light a segar 
by it. We have actually seen him touching oflf rock- 
ets with it, while celebrating the birth-day of the 
Nation." 

" We were invited a day or two since, by our friend 
Jenkins, to witness the operation of his new Patent 
Steam Shaving and Clyster-Administeriyig Ma- 
chine. We were charmed. It was triumphantly 
successful. Notwithstanding all the outcry of jeal- 
ous barbers, and antiquated doctors, we predict for it 
a glorious career. It is by no means the clumsy, 
complicated, dangerous thing, that they would make 
it out, but does its two-fold task most quietly and 
eflfectually^ and in a way easily comprehended by any 
person of ordinary intelligence. We saw it tested 
on half a dozen beneficiaries, to their evident comfort 
and satisfaction. To be sure, a very feeble or nerv- 
ous, or very absent-minded person had better not 
meddle with it. The last, especially, by reversing 
its action unawares, might involve himself in conse- 
quences, at once very serious and very ludicrous. — 
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But rightly used, we consider it an unqualified boon 
to society. For cheapness, portability, rapidity and 
certainty of action, it is without a rival. We most 
cordially recommend it to the public." 

" The Statue of Irving is nearly finished, and 
will be inaugurated, with becoming ceremonies, early 
in September. We congratulate the residents of St. 
Nicholas Place, on this delightful addition to the 
attractions around them. We had the pleasure of 
seeing it yesterday, by the kind invitation of the 
artist. It is indeed a noble piece of work. The fig- 
ure is of bronze, in the costume of the nineteenth 
century, and considerably larger than life. The 
author is represented sitting, with his head partially 
resting upon his right hand, while his left is thrown 
carelessly over the arm of his chair. He seems to 
have just entered upon a pleasant, genial train of 
thought. The expression is a most agreeable one. 
Humor, thoughtfulness, and benevolence are all. 
blended in it, in a way that speaks volumes for the 
sculptor's skill. The word sunshiny best ex- 
presses the impression which it made upon us. The 
pedestal is a masterpiece. It is octagonal in form, 
and on each side is a small, but exquisitely executed 
bas-relief. The subjects are well cliason, and admi- 
rably illustrate the various labors of tlic author. — 
Here are English, Dutch, Spanish, American, Abo- 
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riginal; and oriental scenes ; all brought out with 
great truth and spirit. At the angles, under rich 
canopies, are two series of busts, the upper being 
composed of the great men commemorated by the 
writer, Washington, Columbus, Mahomet, Cortes, etc., 
and the lower being some of the most gifted of his 
contemporaries ; Scott, Byron, Cooper, Bryant, Pres- 
cott, and others. The whole is surrounded by a most 
rich and beautiful border, of blended fruits and flow- 
ers. The general effect is, indeed, charming. We 
had no idea that such delicate fancies, and minute 
details, could be so felicitously illustrated in bronze. 
All honor and success to the artist. America may 
well be proud of him." 

" Our friends of the 38th Ward must have patience 
with us, for a day or two. Our carrier on duty there, 
had the bad taste to explode, day before yesterday ; 
thereby entirely destroying his own usefulness, 
severely injuring a policeman, and slightly scalding 
some small boys, who were playing marbles in the 
neighborhood, at the time of the accident. We hope 
to have an efficient substitute ready, by the- end of 
the week, with all the modern improvements and pre- 
cautions against such unbecoming and dangerous pro- 
ceedings. Meanwhile, an hour or two's delay in the 
delivery of our paper, in that quarter, we hope will 
be forgiven." 
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Confound these Items^ there's no end to them. — 
But here we have the 

AMUSEMENTS. 

ITALIAN OPERA 

{HaOeck Place,) 

This (Thursday) Evening, July 6, 2076, will be 

performed, 

IL BARBIERE DI SEVIGLIA. 

Almaviva, Sig. Patti. I Dr. Bartolo, Sig.' Valdi. 

Figaro, Sig. Giubelei. | Rosina, Signora Rubini. 

SCANDINAVIAN OPERA. 

No bill received. 



GERMAN OPERA, 

(^Mozart Gardens.) 
Thursday Evening, July 5, 2076, will be perform- 
ed the grand Opera of 

DER FRIESCHUTZ. 

Gaspar llerr Heyliger. I Bertha, Frau Wighens. 

Rudolph, " Nagel. | Agatha, Fraulein Dolph. 

ENGLISH OPERA. 

No performance this week. 
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AMERICAN OPERA, 

{^Federal Square.) 

This Evening, July 6, 2076, will be performed, 
first time these five years, the grand Opera of 

LEONORA. 

Valdor, Mr. Wood. I Julio, Mr. BartoD. 

MontalYO, Sigourney. | Alferez, *• Grundy. 

Leonora, Mrs. Opie. 



FRENCH OPERA. 

No Bill received. 

BROADWAY THEATRE. 

Second appearance of Mr. and Mrs. Ca8hgar,of the 
Arabian and Afi*ghanistan Theatres. 

Thursday Evening, July 5, 2076, will be perform- 
ed the thrilling Drama of 

SINDBAD THE SAILOR. 

Sindbad, Mr. Cashgar, I Zobeide, Mrs. Cashgar. 

Hindbad, " Hadaway. | Fatima, Miss Robbins. 

After which the favorite Farce of 

FISH OUT OF WATE*R, 

Sam Savory, Mr. Everett; being his first appearance 

this season. 
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BURTON'S THEATRE, 

{FortyrFowrth Street,) 

This Evening, July 5th, will be performed the 
Comedy of 

TWELFTH NIGHT, or WHAT YOU WILL. 

Sir Toby Belch. Mr. Wiggins. | Sir A. Aguecheek,.. Hancock. 

The Clown. W. Pitt. 

Viola, Miss Shensone. | Lady Olivia,, . .Mrs. Gascon. 

After which the untiring 

TOODLES. 

Timothy, Mr. Buckminster. | Mrs. Toodles, Mrs. Cadwallader. 

NATIONAL THEATRE. 

This Evening, July 6th, will be performed (25th 
time) the grand Historical Drama of 

KOSSUTH. 

Kossuth, Smith. I Emperor of Austria, Scroggins. 

Emperor of Russia,.. .Jones, j Harry Clay,. ..Vandenheuvel. 
Lola Montez, Mrs. Bonnycastle. 

After which the favorite Farce of 

FORTUNE'S FROLICS, 

In which Mr. Jackson, of the Australian Theatres, will ap- 
pear in his celebrated part of Robin Roughhead. 

BLOOMINGDALE THEATRE. 

This, and every Evening till further notice, 

TOWN AND COUNTRY, 

After which 

POOR PILLICODDY. 



82 AMUSEMENTS. 

COLUMBIAN CIRCUS. 

This evening, July 5th, will be presented (217th 
time) the magnificent Classical Pageant of 
THE TRIUMPH OF MARCELLUS. 



But I have no patience to wade through these for- 
midable columns. Besides, what signify to me, the 
entertainments at the Jersey City Athenaeum, the 
Communipaw Gardens, the Williamsburgh Odeon, 
the Bergen Melodeon, or the Hoboken Lyceum, or 
any of these high-sounding suburban places of re- 
creation ? Haven't I a suflSciently bewildering va- 
riety, without leaving the island ? Holloa ! here's 
no less than a dozen advertisements of rival Ethio- 
pian serenaders. , But what's this ? 

" Cosmopolitan Hall — Evenings with the People, 
Professor Wilkinson, the celebrated Timpanogo 
orator and improvisatore, respectfully announces, 
that he will continue his popular and elegant enter- 
tainments, in the magnificent Concert Room of this 
Hall, every evening until further notice ; when he 
will have the honor to introduce some of his most in- 
teresting personations, in which he will give speci- 
mens of the poetry, oratory, and music of all times 
and climes. After which he will improvise in, or 
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translate from, or to, any tongue, dead or living, up- 
on subjects to be selected by the audience. 

Special recitations (by particular request) for this 
evening, July 5th : 

Hamlet's Soliloquy, in the Cherokee. 

Othello's Farewell, in the Esquimaux. 

Sallust's Parallel between Cato and Caesar, in 
Low Dutch. 

Homer's Catalogue of Ships, in French. 

Drake's American Flag, in Sanscrit. 

Conclusion of Webster's Reply to Hayne, in the 
Choctaw. 

Jim along Josey, in Armenian. 

I've been Roaming, in Hebrew. 

In consequence of the extreme length of the En- 
tertainment, it will be impracticable to comply with 
requests for repetitions." 

Whew! passengers and crew of the Mayflower, 
what say you to the above advertisement ? Venera- 
ble blue-law-givers of Connecticut, is this the way 
you used to spend your summer, or even your win- 
ter evenings ? But what have we here ? 

Muskal and Dramatic Notices, 

. Italian Opera. The glorious Barber again, to- 
night. Never was this delicious piece more admira- 
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bly performed in the metropolis. AH the artists ac- 
quit themselves most handsomely, but Giubelei's Fi- 
garo is beyond all praise. Let tradition say what it 
will about Tamburini and Badiali, in this part. Gi- 
ubelei against the world ! When champagne ceases 
to have a pleasant sparkle, and Chateau Margaux is 
distasteful, then will this most exhilarating of ope- 
ras be consigned to the closet, i. e. the evening before 
Dooms-day. ^ 

Scandinavian Opera. In consequence of the se- 
vere indisposition of Herr Tscrattchgkatt, there will 
be no performance at this popular resort, this week, 

German Opera, Last evening, the Marriage of 
Figaro was given here, in very respectable style ; 
though we confess, we think the talents of the com- 
pany are better adapted to serious opera. To-night, 
the Freischutz, in which the charming Wighens ex- 
cels herself Next week, will be produced the new 
opera, by Herr Heyliger, the excellent basso of the 
troupe. It is entitled Chippewa^ and is founded on 
incidents which occurred during the famous Ameri- 
can War of 1812. The great part of General Scott 
is to be rendered by the composer himself, and it is 
said, will produce a great sensation. We heard the 
Herr sing a cavatina from it, at a concert recently 
given by him, at Sawpitts, and were charmed. 
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jJnglisk Opera. This establishment, we regret 
fcO find, is not flourishing. We must say, we think 
the management themselves are to blame in the mat- 
ter. Why will they persist in thrusting upon us 
such antediluvian entertainments as Love in a Vil- 
lage, Bnd the Waterman, and the Quaker^ et id 
omne genus, with. their thin ballads, feeble concerted 
pieces, and meagre instrumentation ? K we must 
have antiques, give us something that has heart and 
Substance in it ; Masaniello, for instance, or even 
Fra Diavolo ; but not the musical water-gruel afore- 
said. There is decided ability in the company, at 
this house. The tenor, Dobbins, especially, has no 
superior on the English stage. It is really too bad 
to hide such talent as his, in such shabby napkins as 
Tom Tug and Harry Bertram. 

American Opera, We have to record the uiipre- 
qedented success of Binney's opera of The Bride 
of Tahiti, Last night was the fiftieth, and the 
house was a capital one. This evening, we are to 
have Leonora. Here now, is an antique worth talk- 
ing about. We confess, we are never weary of hearing 
this delightful old piece. Such a profusion of sweet 
melodies all through it ; and then, the full and ex- 
pressive instrumentation ; seldom equalled, still more 
seldom surpassed, by any in the long list of lyrical 
dramas that have succeeded it. It is not mere pat- 
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riotic feeling, but the certainty of an unqualified 
treat, that makes us always glad to see on the bills 
the name of our Jirst American opera. It is super- 
fluous to say, that it will be finely rendered this 
evening. Mrs. Opie's Leonora, and Mr. Barton's 
Julio, are too well known to the musical world to 
need any commendation of ours. The Montalvo, 
Mr. Sigourney, is a new name to us. The Musical 
Times of to-day, we perceive, speaks highly of him. 
Broadway Theatre, Mr. and Mrs. Cashgar, of 
the oriental theatres, made their d^but at this house 
last evening, in Sindbad the Sailor. There was a 
goodly gathering, and an evident disposition to be 
pleased ; but we must own, for ourselves, to great 
disappointment. Mr. C. is a good-looking man, with 
far more assurance than ability. He did not seem 
to us to enter fairly into the humor of his part, and 
his attempts at pathos were not to our taste at all. 
Such performances may pass for first rate, at Ca- 
bouly or Ispahan, but they can never fill the treasury 
of an American theatre. The ludicrous corpulence 
of Mrs. Cashgar took the audience quite aback. 
Their minds were evidently not prepared for such a 
shock. With all our gallantry, we must acknow- 
ledge that we gave way to a most unmitigated guf- 
faw, when the lady first rolled in sight. What made 
matters worse, the poor thing tripped and fell while 
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making her preliminary courtesies, and it required 
the united efforts of half a dozen supernumeraries to 
raise her. Considering that her part in the piece 
is a serious one, the occurrence was somewhat 
awkward. Transcendant tragic talent alone, or con* 
summate vocal ability, could, of course, make any 
headway against the first impressions inevitably pro- 
duced by such a figure of fun. Mrs. Cashgar, we 
fear, has neither. The redeeming feature of the 
evening was Hadaway s Hindbad. It was indeed a 
consummate piece of acting. We cannot forbear a 
passing word, by way of expressing our admiration 
of the scenery. The Valley of Diamonds was more 
like fairy land than anything we have seen on the 
American stage. 

BurtovUs, Shakspeare, as usual, at this delight- 
ful old Theatre ; as usual, too, most admirably inter- 
preted, and charmingly illustrated. Last night, 
Twelfth-Night was again performed, to a crowded 
and spell-bound audience. Mr. Wiggins, we need 
not say, was inimitable as Sir Toby. There is a 
breadth, fullness, richness, about his rendering of 
the part, truly Flemish. What mortal can ever for- 
get that amazing twinkle of the eye, with which he 
remarked that his clothes were good enough to drink 
in ? or the inimitably droll way in which he rallied 
Sir Andrew upon his dancing abilities ? But why 
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particularize? The dramatic world knows this 
matchless performance by heart. We may say the 
same of Mr. Bland's Malvolio. It is a perfect piece 
of work, and no student of Shakspeare should miss 
profiting by it. The clown was done as William 
Pitt alone can do it ; the very image of the dry, 
sententious, versatile, fun-and-money-loving dog, the' 
poet drew. Mr. Hancock acquitted himself most 
creditably, as Aguecheek. It was his first experi- 
ment in a line altogether new to him, and though 
somewhat lacking in depth and finish, showed a most 
intelligent appredation of the author's meaning. 
Mrs. Gascon's Lady Olivia was full of delicacy and 
sensibility, and Miss Shenstone's Viola a most fas- 
cinating, bewitching performance. It is, indeed, 
cruel to criticise a thing so lovely as this last. One 
would as soon think of analyzing the first prayer of 
childhood, the first kiss of love, the first violet of 
spring ; so pure, so true, so fragrant was it ! 

By way of afterpiece, we had (for the thirty-seven 
thousand and fifteenth time since the founding of the 
establishment,) the immortal Toddles. Immeasur- 
ably great was Buckminster, in Timothy. Indeed, 
we can hardly believe it possible, history and tradi- 
tion to the contrary notwithstanding, that the re- 
nowned dedicator of this dramatic temple, himself, 
could have surpassed him in the part. Old Haw- 
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kins, it is true, in his "American Theatre, in the 19th 
Century," goes into perfect ecstacies, while describing 
his delineation of it, and of Captain Cuttle, and of 
Goldfinch, and of many other parts, which he says 
never were, nor could be approached. And he says 
the same of Blake's Primrose, and Geoffrey Dale. — 
And yet, we can't help thinking, that if Buckminster 
and Bland had lived in those days, he would have 
gono on, in the same extravagant way, about them. 
By the way, we stumbled upon a rare old volume 
of plates, a few days since, in the library of our all- 
accomplished antiquarian friend. Dinks, called " New 
York as it is," and bearing date, 1853. The letter- 
press, that should have accompanied it, was unfortu- 
nately among the missing, but the series of plates 
was perfect. The very first picture, on which we 
opened, was ^^ Interior of Burton) sP What a queer, 
quaint little bandbox of a place, to be sure ! Crowd- 
ed with jolly-looking folks, though. The scene sup- 
posed to be represented, was the famous Quadrille, 
in the Serious Family^ and in the features of the 
astounded Aminadab we recognized at once the veri- 
table original proprietor. The likeness to his statue, 
in the portico of the present building, was most pal- 
pable. On calling D's. attention to it, "Ah," said he, 
"I have a far greater curiosity than that," He 
thereupon pointed to a collection of some fifty folios. 
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" There," said he, " is a complete set of the bills of the 
establishment, ah ovo^ He then took down No. 1. 
of the series of volumes, and on opening it, by a 
strange coincidence, the very first bill our eyes lit 
upon was the following. (We are compelled to con- 
dense it somewhat, for want of space.) 

BURTON'S THEATRE. 

( Chambers-Street) 
TWELFTH NIGHT OF TWELFTH NIGHT. 

This (Tuesday) Evening, April 13, 1852, will be 
performed the Comedy of Twelfth Night. 

Sir Toby Belch Mr. Burton Sir Andrew Mr. Lester 

The Clown '' Placide Mai volio *' Blake 

The Lady Olivia. . Mrs. Dyott Viola Miss Weston 

To conclude with the Farce of 

THE MAID OF THE MOUNTAIN. 
Walter Mr. Holman | Rosette Miss M. Taylor 

Eighteen hundred and fifty-two ! Here w<is an 
antique ! And so, two centuries and a quarter ago, 
our dearly beloved ancestors were drinking in this 
delicious play with the same high relish, that we, 
their unworthy descendants were, last night. Pla- 
cide, Blake, Lester, Miss Weston ! These names 
have a pleasant sound ; a true dramatic flavor about 
them. Great favorites in their day, doubtless. — 
Where are they noWi and those whom they beguiled 
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of their tears, and their laughter ? But this is not 
the place, nor are we the person^ to dwell on these 
tender reminiscences. Such themes are not for anx- 
ious, hurrying journalists, but for serene and thought- 
ful essayists ; for such writers as glorious old Irving, 
or the quaint and gentle-hearted Elia. Chambers- 
Street though ! What a place for the Muses ! The 
densest, dirtiest, most odorous part of the Metropo- 
lis ; whore leather-merchants most do congregate. — 
Pretty quarters for the dainty Lady Olivia ! But 
we must not pause to chatter over the localities of 
the past, or to wonder whither this Shaksperian 
shrine will be transferred, in the year 2500. We 
can only whistle, and proceed. 

National Theatre. — Kossuth bids fair to have a 
good run, at this house. We saw a part of it, the 
other evening. We were not much edified. It is a 
noisy, flatulent affair, abounding in tinsel sentiment 
and cheap patriotism. There is a fine show of horses 
in the second act, and a tremendous volley of musk- 
etry every ten minutes, throughout the piece. Every 
votary of saltpetre, shabby splendor, and gorgeous 
scenery, can find them here, to his heart's content. 
The name^ though, is every thing, and this is, and 
ever has been, a favorite one with the masses. The 
Manager will make something handsome out of the 
old Magyar, hot as the weather may be. Cunning 
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dog, where would he have been to-day, but for these 
same patriots? Washington has saved him from 
bankruptcy, many a time. His next best card, so he 
told us the other day, was Old Hickory. Warren 
and Putnam paid well, especially Putnam. Rough 
and Ready has been a perfect treasure to him. Scott, 
in fine weather, was remunerative, but he was a trifle 
out of pocket by Steuben and Kosciusko. He added, 
in a good natured tone of defiance, that in spite of 
our disparaging criticisms, he felt sure that the Hun- 
garian would carry him gloriously through the sea- 
son. We believe it. 

Bloomingdale Theatre, — Since our last visit 
here, the Manager has given us a new drop-curtain, 
and a beautiful thing it is, being an excellent copy of 
that superb old picture, the Consummation of Em- 
pire. We have often wondered that this glorious 
production of Cole, now alas, fast crumbling to decay, 
had not been transferred to the stage, long ago. We 
cannot conceive of a more gay, brilliant, and appro- 
priate subject. It is superflous to speak of the per- 
formances here. They are uniformly excellent. — 
Town and Country is admirably rendered, and Wil- 
berforce, in Poor Pillicoddy, is enough to drive off 
the blues for a month. 

Columbian Circus. — The Triumph of Marcellus 
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continues to draw crowds of tickled youngsters, to 
this establishment. 

Jersey City Athenceum. — We spent a delightful 
hour last evening at this attractive place. The Ja- 
panese dancers performed admirably. A beautiful 
sight is it, indeed, to behold three hundred little che* 
rubs, the eldest not over three years, going through 
their parts with such marvellous grace and skill. — 
The costumes, grouping, accessories, music, were all 
of the best. We wish Albano could have looked in, 
a moment, when that beautiful tableau was present- 
ed, from his own delicious picture of Lovers Funeral, 
It was a most sweet and touching spectacle ; more 
like a precious bit of Dream<Land, than a thing of 
earth. 

Hohoken Lyceum, — The Learned Eagle and Non- 
pareil Pig, are still the prominent attractions here. 
They dance the Polka very cleverly, and waltz to- 
gether, in a style that reflects great honor on their 
instructors ; after which they sit down to a social 
game of Backgammon, to the unfeigned glee and 
amazement of densely crowded houses. 

Wilkinson^s Evenings with the People, — Cos- 
mopolitan Hall is nightly thronged with Professor 
W's. admirers ; this too, in spite of the ill-natured 
and absurd criticisms of a certain morning journal, 
that will persist in calling him the most stupendous 
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quack extant, and his personations the very incarna- 
tion of humbug. The Professor can well afford to 
laugh at such slurs, while taking in his bushel or 
two of dollars, per noctem. He is most cordially 
welcome to ours. We never got more for it. To 
convince ourselves of the genuineness of the perform- 
ances, we got our friend Dinks, or Polyglott Dinks, 
as he is pleasantly called by his associates, to accom- 
pany us the other night. At his special request, 
Professor W. instantly improvised in Scandinavian, 
upon the character of Charlemagne, drew a parallel, 
in the Patagonian dialect, between Bolivar and Kos- 
suth, and translated " How doth the little busy bee'' 
into the Potawatamie. Of course, we could only 
follow the Professor very imperfectly, though our 
ears were charmed with most musical sounds. — 
Dinks, however, was quite beside himself with de- 
light, at what he called the marvellous spirit, beauty 
and accuracy of each successive effort. The speci- 
mens of Borneo oratory, and Antarctic music, were 
received, also, with great enthusiasm. Jim along 
Josey, too, in its various oriental dresses, evidently 
told upon the assembled masses. Next week. Pro- 
fessor W. gives an extraordinary entertainment, 
which he calls The Street-Cries of the Two Hemis- 
pheres, with copious illustrations, and brief explana- 
tions. It has been well received every where, and 
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especially at Congo, where it had a run of a hundred 
and fifty nights, last season. So look out for a rare 
treat. 

National Academy of Design, — The two hundred 
and fifty-first exhibition of this Institution, closed, as 
usual, on the 4th inst. It has been an unusually 
successful one, both in the character of the works 
exhibited, and in the number of yisitors. More than 
a hundred and fifty thousand persons have been to 
see it, exclusive of nearly forty thousand season 
tickets. Of the two thousand specimens upon the 
walls, very, very few were there, that did not deserve 
attention ; while we could easily, if our limits permit- 
ted, name over, at least, one hundred and fifty of the 
very highest order of genius. The collection has 
been exceedingly rich, in the Historical Department. 
Who that has seen, can ever forget Davis's Death of 
Pius IX., or Jones's magnificent Scenes from the 
English Revolution of 1943, or Moore's Storm- 
ing of Pekin, or his Siege of Tobolsk, or 
Thompson's Interview of Quee7i Victoria with 
Lady Franklin, in 1854, or Watson's Webster be- 
fore the Emperor of Japan, or that grandest of 
them all, the gem of the gallery, Wilson's Death of 
Henry Clay 7 We will not pretend to enumerate 
any of the scores of fine landscapes, that adorned the 
collection. They fully sustained the unrivalled ex- 
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cellence of American art in this branch. The .por- 
traits were few, but precious, the Committee rigor-, 
ously excluding all but chefs-dPcBuvre. In sculpture, 
among the many admirable specimens presented, 
Carey's statue of Everett^ executed for the Univer- 
sity of Virginia, and Hart's exquisite bas-relief copies 
of the School of Athens, and the Battle ofConstan* 
tine, have, by unanimous consent, carried oflF the- 
highest honors. The next Exhibition of the Acade- 
my will, in all probability, be held in their spacious 
and splendid new building, at the comer of Sroact 
way and 75th Street, 

Ah, what's this ? 

" The famous collection of Old American Masters^ 
of the late Wm. Smith, was duly brought, to the ham- 
mer on Friday and Saturday last. There was a 
large attendance, and great competition. This choice 
gallery was composed almost entirety of antiques, 
more than nine-tenths of its contents belonging to 
the first half of the 19th century ; the eccentric de? 
ceased having had a peculiar penchant, amounting 
almost to a monomania, for the works of that era.— - 
The sale commenced with a Tribute- Money y by 
Huntington, a fine specimen of that prolific artisT; 
beautiful both in color and expression. It brought 
the handsome sum of $2800. No. 3, a small but 
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most charming landscape by Durand, went for $1500. 
No. 4, a veritable Leutze, entitled the^ Gallantry of 
Raleigh^ after brisk bidding, was knocked down to 
Samuel Dinks, Esq., for $2950. No. 8, King Deaths 
by Gray, a most characteristic specimen of this rare 
old master, brought $800. No. 11, Flower Piece, 
by Ingham, $300. Nos. 15 and 16, Spirit of War 
and Spirit of Peace, by Cropsey. These rare old 
pictures were the subject of a spirited contest between 
two distinguished literary gentlemen of the metropo- 
lis, and were finally disposed of for $8000. No. 21, 
a well authenticated portrait of Irving, by Inman, 
$700. No. 27, a magnificent Kensett, of large size, 
$2850. No. 28, by do., $1100. No. 34, Landscape, 
by Huntington, a superb specimen of this master, 
though small, $1400. No. 38, The Agreeable Sur- 
prise, by Mount, sadly faded, but full of expression, 
$700. No. 40, Mount Mtna, by Cole, $1800. No. 
41, Ruins of Kenilworth, (small) by Cropsey, $500. 
No. 47, Mountain Torrent, by Kensett, $950. No. 
60, A New England Scene, by Church, a glorious 
specimen, secured by Mr. Dinks, for $1900. No. 51, 
Marine Piece, still finer, by do., $2400. No. 60, 
The Bride, by Woodville. This charming cabinet 
picture was run away with by Mr. Wiggins, the 
banker, for the sum of $500. A strange sacrifice, 
this. We cannot comprehend it, considering the ex- 
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treme rarity of this master's works. Nos. 64 and 65, 
completing the catalogue, the Departure jmA Return^ 
by Cole, and the pictures of the collection, were, after 
a most spirited competition^ secured by the last named 
gentleman, for the sum of eleven thousand dollars. 
The proceeds of the sale of the entire collection were 
a fraction over eighty thousand dollars." 

Ah, here we are, again, amongst the Advertise- 
merits. What a wilderness ! A bold man, that 
would venture to thread its mazes ! Dense, motley 
throng ; faithful images of all the needs, sorrows, 
struggles, energies, pleasures, follies, crimes of the 
children of men ! What corner of earth is not here 
represented ? What depth of despair not sounded ? 
What lofty, what vile passion not appealed to? 
Here we have some spirited Cough-Drop stanzas, 
floating down the stream of Time, alongside of a 
curt, tart Bank Notice. Here the immolation of a 
turtle is duly announced to the epicure, cheek by 
jowl with the ofiFer to dispose of a most eligible pew, 
in Dr. Dobbins's fashionable church. Here a fat 
old dowager oflFers a round sum for the restoration 
of a pet tan-colored terrier, and right under her, a 
poor, broken-hearted mother is making a last despe- 
rate eflFort for the recovery of her fugitive son. — 
Here we have through tickets to Behring's Straits, 



announced, side by side with the last new cure for 
Consumption* Ah, here our worthy Mayor offers a 
reward of a thousand dollars for a runaway murder- 
er, while an infuriated husbaudj in the next column, 
offers one cent for an absconding better half. Hol- 
loa I here are two queer specimens : 

" The subacriber, not altogether pleased with his 
prospects in the life to come, and therefore not over 
anxious to dissolve the partnership existing betweea 
soul and body, hereby offers his services, as scrib- 
blerj to either party, in church or state, for a bare 
pittance. Address, B. Arnold, 

2T 1-2 Desbrosses-st." 

"The subscriber has three hundred legal votes at 
his disposal, to which he begs leave to call the atten- 
tion of the wire-pullers of the two great political 
parties. He may be seen daily, (Sundays not ex- 
cepted), between eleven and one, at the Washington 
Billiard and Bowling Saloon, 2000 Broadway, from 
now till the November election. 

Peter Walpole*" 

Well, this beats all ! That votes and consciences 
have been disposed of^ at private sale, more or less, 
ever since the expulsion, cannot be denied by the 
moat unflinching optimist. But hitherto, men hav© 



4S3731B 



100 ADVERTISEMENTS. 

had the decency to do these things in a corner. It 
"was reserved for the twenty-first century of our era, 
to witness such unblushing profligacy as the above. 
And here, a purchaser actually takes up the last- 
named scoundrel, in the same column : 

" The undersigned will pay ten dollars in cash for 
each and every of three hundred and fifty duly au- 
thenticated legal Whig votes, to be used in the Sixth 
Ward, in the coming contest. Apply to 

G. W. RoscoE, 
49 Palladium Buildings, Polk Place." 

Ah, ril read no more. This is too infamous. 
iStich transactions, in market overt, too, and under a 
meridian sun, are not to be endured. If this be 
progress, welcome, welcome, dear old dark ages ! 
Oh let me hasten back, back, while I may, to the 
century from which I come. 

Away, away, foul fiend ! and take with thee this 
villainous, this mendacious sheet of thine. 

To think that I should have been thus made a fool 
of, thus diabolically humbugged ! To think that my 
poor, flighty brain, and credulous fancy, have been 
the sport, all this while, of some rascally, grinning 
imp of darkness ! 

How could I have been such an ass ? How could 
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I have accepted, for a moment, such a heap of far- 
fetched fabrications, absurd whims, and grotesque 
conceits, for a true picture of the glorious future 
thfit awaits tho nation 1 

Ahj to Lave had a real peep into the bo^ia fide 
Evening Star of that blessed^ day ahead ! Oi: a 
glimpse of the dear town, of whose doings it is the 
fore-ordained chronicle 1 

But this miserable substitute, this abominable 
mass of fibsj I have no patience with it I cannot 
forgive myself for having been thus damnably im- 
posed on, 

Such a theme, too, to be treated in this irreverent^ 
mocking spirit ; a theme worthy of the dearest 
thoughts, the choicest inspirations of the phiioso* 
pherj the patriot, and the poet \ Outrageous ! 

Off with you, then, you vile, swindling limb of Sa- 
tan. Don't Btand grinning there, in the doorway, 
but pick up your infernal doctiment, and away with 
you. 

He's gone, thank Heaven, and I am back again, 
safe and sound, in the blessed nineteenth century, 
and in the midst of the fifty-second Fourth of July 
thereof; feeling, I trust, all that a patriot ought to 
feel, as I sit herCj listening to the delicioua music of 
the squibs, and gazing forth upon the copious clouds 
of dust, that from time immemorial have refreshed 
and embellished our dearly beloved metropolis ! 
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The Whimsiculi held their valedictory meeting 
for the season, a few evenings since. There was 
not a very strong representation of us, and hardly 
the usual spirit in our proceedings. To say truth, 
we have hardly been ourselves, since the sudden and 
mysterious departure of our late President, my ever- 
to-be-lamented kinsman, Whimsiculo the Elder. 
Sad, indeed, is our loss. He was truly one of our 
choicest spirits, our trump cards ; an early and 
stanch friend, I had almost said, the founder of our 
invaluable Society. 

At our last meeting, a most feeling tribute was 
rendered to his memory, by Brother Wiggins, a copy 
of which is now in the hands of the publisher. He 
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alluded again to the subject, this evening, concluding 
his remarks with a sort of Plutarcho-Johnsono-par- 
allel between him and our other dear deceased bro- 
ther, Waggles. I subjoin a few extracts : 

" Having thus dwelt, Mr. President, on some of the 
moral and philosophical points of resemblance in the 
characters of our lamented friends, permit me to de- 
scend to minor matters. And first, as to those apper- 
taining unto costume. Both W.'s were very, very far 
from being leaders of the fashion ; on the contrary, 
they lagged most frightfully and disgracefully in the 
rear. So much so, indeed, that the reigning mode 
has been known to get round, and overtake, and pass 
by them, several times in the course of their respect- 
ive pilgrimages. Decennial were the dress-coats of 
Whimsiculo in duration; quindecennial, at the least, 
those of Waggles. Oh, how often have I seen the 
right foot of the former under his left boot, and vice 
versa : while the hat that the latter wore, looked not 
only ante-revolutionary in its aspect, but as if it 
might have been extant in the great struggle of 
1688. Uniformly filthy were their handkerchiefs, 
and ragged their gloves; and this, in spite of all the 
efiForts and objurgations of their better halves. 

Neither W. could have been considered a crack 
shot. In a duel with either, a prudent man would 
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have decidedly preferred being principal, to second. 
' The object aimed at, (I am using Waggles' own 
words,) would unquestionably have been the 'safest 
object within range.' The same with Whimsiculo. 
Precarious, indeed, would have been the subsistence 
his rifle would have yielded him. * So far,' said he, 
while speaking to me once upon this point, * so far 
from bringing down my bird at two hundred yards, I 
do not believe that I could bring down my hog, at a 
solitary pace.' Thus feelingly and beautifully did 
he express himself! 

As WhipSj too, neither of them shone ; Wag- 
gles, from a natural aversion to the great majority 
of manly exercises ; Whimsiculo, from a hopeless 
and incurable absence of mind, that involved him in 
perpetual disasters. The last time that I saw the 
latter officiating in this capacity, the result of the 
experiment was that the whole party brought up, 
right side down, in the centre of a large carpet 
warehouse. 

The same may be said of their eflforts as Eques- 
trians, The three or four excursions, <i cheval, that 
I have made in past years with Whimsiculo, were 
nearly all signalized by inglorious tumbles, on his 
part. I never saw Waggles but once, on horseback, 
and then it seemed to mQ that the animal was rather 
' wandering at his own sweet will,' than at that of 
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the lord of creation who was astraddle of him. At 
any rat^j the rider (who wore ao strapa) did not look 
pleased, or tranquil. 

At Table J both our lamented brothers were in- 
deed wonder-workers ; but in different styles. — 
Whimsiculo ate with a fire and fury worthy of the 
Litchfield sage himself ; heaping up the most enor- 
mous and ill-assorted masses of viands upon his plate, 
and causing them to disappear with an unappreciating 
rapidity that would have driven any well-educated 
French cookj in disgust, to his charcoal- pan. Wag- 
gleSj on the other hand, carried all before Inm^ by 
Tirtue of his methodical action, his patient industry, 
and his truly catholic tastes ; thus verifying that 
terse maxim of Quintillianj Porcus tranquillus in 
Bdibilia mirahilUer ambidat. 

Neither dear defunct was well posted up, theoreti- 
cally or practicallyj in matters of Pinance. Nei- 
ther was ever known to be flush. A note drawn by 
WaggleSj and endorsed by Whimsicuioj or drawn by 
Whimsicnlo and endorsed by Waggles, it must be 
confessed by their warmest admirers, was rather an 
anxious piece of property to hold. Their names, on 
however pleasant a footing they may stand with pos- 
terity, were not honored as they ought to have been 
by tho fiscal arbiters of Wall-street. 

This is not the pfacej Mr. President, nor am I the 
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man, to render adequate justice to the literary abih- 
ties and achievements of our lamented brethren. 
But I cannot forbear asking, sir, is it not strange 
that our profound admiration and high valuation of 
their merits, have been so little responded to by the 
world without ? It is but too evident, thus far, that 
the public has shown itself incapable of fathoming 
the depth, or of comprehending the grasp, of their 
genius. Else how is it, that Whimsiculo's magnifi- 
cent performance, in one dorpulent quarto, entitled 
' A bran new plan for the Reconstruction of Socie- 
ty,' (I go into these particulars, Mr. President, for 
the benefit of the newly-elected members, for the rest 
of us know the dear book by heart,) how is it, I ask, 
that this great work has turned out so disastrously 
for the publisher ? how is it, that of the five hundred 
copies of the first and final edition, four hundred and 
ninety-seven are still slumbering sweetly on his 
shelves ? How else, too, can we explain the unhand- 
some treatment, by that same public, of Waggles's 
sublime tragedy of Heliogahalus 7 Why was it, 
that of the three hundred who witnessed the open- 
ing scene of the play, only three had sense and taste 
enough to remain to the catastrophe? Why, Mr. 
President, one stupid wretch, who sat alongside of 
me on that occasion, actually got up and went out, 
iu the middle of the first act, remarking that it was 
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an infernal shame to begin always with these dnll 
farces. He had evidently mistaken it for the after- 
piece. Poor Waggles t He used to try hard to 
console himself with the recollection that the Barber 
of Seville itself, was hissed off the stage at first ; 
snd also with the thought^ that even OthellOj had it 
appeared anonymously, in these degenerate day a, 
would have probably met with a similar reception. 

But let the outer world think what it will, Mr, 
President, of these dear departed fel low-member 0, 
We knew them, air, and appreciated them, alike as 
gentlemen, scholar s, and humorists ; if eccentric, 
yet amiable ; if decidedly queer, equally decidedly 
clever ; if almost always absurd, yet hardly ever 
malicious. Especially shall we cherish their memo- 
riesj sir, as the crackers of innocent jokes, the per- 
petrators of atrocious puns, and the weavers of in- 
explicable conundrums." 

The subject of debate for the evening, was as fol- 
lows : ^' Would the world have been more benefitted 
by the five thousand jokes of Solomon, that we have 
noif thoji it has been by his five thousand proverbs, 
that we kaveT^ 

Scroggins said, he was perfectly satisfied with the 
present arrangement. Any other would have been 
manifestly inappropriate, nayj absurd. The inquiry 
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itself was an improper one ; and while he cheerfully 
acquitted the Committee, who proposed it, of inten- 
tional irreverence, he yet thought it was most unfor- 
tunately worded. He would not dwell, either, on the 
obvious inaccuracy of the last clause of the question ; 
every reader of his Bible well knowing that it con- 
tains but a small instalment of those same five thou- 
sand precious maxims. But had there been far 
fewer of them than we have, still, the idea of com- 
paring them for a moment, with any given amount 
of jokes, from the same or any other source, seemed 
perfectly infamous. Had King Solomon, indeed, in 
his secular capacity, seen fit to put forth a volume, 
of the humorous nature suggested, it would, no doubt, 
have been a feast of fat things, and would have 
caused a world of hearty, healthful laughter through 
the long generations that have come after him. But 
even his witticisms, how trifling, how worthless would 
they appear, alongside of those golden proverbs, those 
treasures of wisdom, those concentrated essences of 
all the sweets and bitters of human experience, those 
mirrors of the soul, those teachers, guardians, pilots 
for the stormy voyage of life. To compare things so 
precious, and got up at such cost, such an outlay of 
brains, and tears, and sorrows, with the creations of 
idle fancies, or the whims of sportive hours ; mon- 
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strous, monstrous ! But he would throw away no 
more breath, in arguing such a point. 

Quizzico agreed with brother Scroggins, in regret- 
ting the introduction of King Solomon's name in this 
connexion. It was certainly not altogether becom- 
ing. At the same time, he had no doubt that that 
monarch cracked a great many glorious jokes, in his 
day and generation, and, for one, he deeply regretted 
that the stenographers to his majesty did not jet 
down some of them, for the gratification of posterity. 
They doubtless preferred flirting with the ladies of 
the Court. On the general subject, however, of the 
comparative value to society, of jokes and proverbs, 
he differed materially from his learned brother. He 
thought a downright, first-rate, A. No. 1 joke, was 
the greatest conceivable blessing to the race ; 
worth all the dull maxims that children had copied, 
in primary schools, since the fall ; and that the man 
who uttered or indited it, had far more legitimate 
claims upon the skill of the sculptor, than nine- tenths 
of the solemn owls, and wholesale cut throats, in per- 
petuating whose ugly mugs, so much good marble 
had been wasted. No men alive, continued Q., were 
more sensible of the value of jokes, than the proprie- 
tors of the immortal Punch, who had often given 
their five, ten, fifteen pounds, for a solitary respecta- 
able specimen of the article. What would they have 
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said, then, these jolly dogs, to five thousand tip-top 
ones, from a man of the profound observation and 
multiform experience of the great Jewish King ? — 
Quizzico then enlarged upon the beneficial effects of 
joking on the tempers and digestions of the children 
of men ; sustaining his arguments by the following 
authorities : Lord Munden, in Cockletop vs, Cock- 
letop, 4 O^Keefe 217. Mathews' Monopolylogues, 
2. 147. Ch. J. Hilson, in Pry vs. Savory, 6 O'Keefe, 
189, and the learned opinion of Judge Burton, in the 
celebrated Dombey case. 

Muggins avowed himself the uncompromising 
enemy of all jokes. At least ninety-nine hundredths 
of them were mere nuisances and breed-bates ; con- 
ceived in folly, brought forth in malice, and only kept 
alive by the weakness and wickedness of the world. 
How much bloodshed, too, had they cost ! Most of 
the duels, many of the wars, that had disgraced the 
earth, could be directly traced to some contemptible 
quiz, or vile practical joke. These last were the 
most diabolical of all ; but the least objectionable 
had yet a touch of Satan about them. Who ever 
associated jokes with a future state of rewards ? — 
Devils grin, but angels are ever pensive. For him- 
self, he had never heard of any real, substantial 
benefit to society, rendered by jokes. On the con- 
trary, they were the very missiles, that selfish, sen- 
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sual men were for ever throwing ^t the heads of true 
reformers and benefactors. They had uniformly 
been grave, if not sad men. As to the value of pro- 
verbs, M. coincided most entirely and heartily, with 
what had fallen from brother Scroggins. The world 
would soon be a wilderness, without them. A ship 
without rudder or compass, a highway without mile- 
stones or finger-posts, th^se were faint emblems of 
the unfurnished, unhappy condition of things, that 
would exist, were these precious embodiments of the 
wisdom of ages, withdrawn from us. As a well- 
Kghted coast to the mariner, so is a good book of 
maxims to life's voyager. We want every ray of 
light that we can get, in this bad, perilous world, 
both from heaven above, and the good men about us, 
if we would avoid disgraceful shipwreck. After pur- 
suing this allegorical strain of remark for some time, 
Muggins renewed the attack on jokes, more fiercely 
than ever, concluding by saying, that all the con- 
firmed practical jokers that he had ever known, had, 
without exception, spent the evening of their days at 
Sing Sing. 

Whimsiculo the Younger took up the cudgels, most 
warmly, for the jokers. He could not sit still, he 
said, and listen to such an outrageously one-sided 
view of the subject, as had been exhibited by the last 
speaker. What historios had he read, what company 
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had he kept, to say that jokes had never done any 
good to the race ? For his part, he believed that as 
many public quarrels, as many black eyes in private 
life, had been prevented, as caused, by them. So far 
from hurrying men into their graves, they were the 
very things to keep them out of them. Every good 
joke was a week's addition, at least, to a man's lease 
of life. Jokes of no benefit to society, forsooth ! — 
Why, was it not notorious, that they were, too often, 
the last resort of the champions of sense and right ; 
the only missiles that could reach tyranny and bigo- 
try ? How many men had been driven from their 
follies and vices, by a single well-aimed joke, that 
you might have peppered with saws and maxims till 
doomsday, to no p.urpose. How many men were 
there, who could storm a town with relish, and look 
the most death-dealing batteries in the face, without 
flinching, who yet have run away right speedily from 
a shower of squibs and sarcasms. To say that the 
body politic had derived no benefit from such search- 
ing medicines as these, was absurd. The gentleman, 
in the course of his remarks, seemed to take it for 
granted, that there was no such thing as fun in hea- 
ven, while broad grins abounded in the other place. 
He, Whimsiculo, thought this an entirely gratuitous 
assumption. Because, alas, a shade stole over the 
countenances of the blessed angels, as they drew 
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nigh this thoughtless, sinful world of ours, on their 
errands of love and mercy, did it follow, that in their 
own heavenly homes, they had no glorious frolics ? 
Did the vaults of heaven never respond to the shouts 
of their sparkling, their delicious hilarity 7 He, for 
one, did not wish to cherish any such contracted no- 
tions of that blessed spot. To him, the merry, ring- 
ing laugh of a sweet, lovely girl, was the very thing 
that, more than aught else on earth, recalled heaven. 
To be sure, it was not considered very proper, in us 
poor feeble-witted mortals, to speculate upon these 
matters, though we hoped to find out something sat- 
isfactory about them, in due season. Whimsiculo 
went on to say, that though a joker himself, and the 
son of a notorious joker, he yet trusted that he was 
alive to the dignity and worth of proverbs. Like all 
other good things, however, he thought they were 
sadly abused and perverted, and were, quite too often, 
mere props for feeble wits to lean on, or else, places 
of refuge for unfair and illogical disputants. But 
his five minutes were up. 

Simpkins had no objection to a decent joke, at the 
right time and place ; but this eternal jesting, that 
some people practice, turning every scene into a 
ring, and themselves into the clowns thereof, he did 
not believe in. Nothing was too reverend or beauti- 
ful, to escape the gibes of certain persons. He was 
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sorry to say that he had known even clergymen go 
sadly astray in this regard. No longer ago than the 
previous Sabbath, he had heard a divine so far for- 
get himself, as to let off from the sacred desk, a vol- 
ley of jokes, that , the auctioneer, had never 

equalled, in his most qoluble moments. For such 
misrepresentatives of their Master, he had no respect 
whatever. Some persons really seemed to consider 
the whole probationary state, a broad farce, and the 
Scriptures a mere quiz, and hell itself a capital joke. 
Others saw a good deal of fun, (i.e. if not found out,) 
in sanded sugar, watered rum, false weights, thrice- 
paid bills, and such like bits of waggery. Others 
seemed to consider it charming sport, to fling the 
government out of a round sum, through the facili- 
ties afiforded by an ad valorem tariff. Stick practi- 
cal jokers ought, indeed, (as brother Muggins had 
said was the case,) to conclude their career in gov- 
ernment-appointed residences. S. feared, however, 
that the great majority of them did not get their pay 
this side the grave. As to the broad grins, on the 
other side, to which his predecessor had so flippantly 
alluded, that gentleman might perhaps find to his 
cost, that there was not much merriment about them. 
Such grins, forsooth, as were seen in inquisition-dun- 
geons, and the frightful chambers of dentists, not 
the pleasant distortions occasioned by a Hood or a 
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Cruickshank. As to his other equally irreverent 
conjectures about the joys of heaven, S. would only 
say, that if there were gayeties there, as well as 
gravities, it was altogether unlikely that he, W., 
would ever participate in them. After one or two 
more pleasant little personalities of this sort, Simp- 
kins resumed his seat. 

The President said he would detain the Society 
with only a brief remark or two. He confessed to 
a decided partiality for jokes and jokers. Brother 
Muggins had said that the world would soon be a 
wilderness without proverbs. He thought it would 
be a still more dreary and desolate place without the 
jokes. All the best men of his acquaintance had 
been full of their fun. The mad wags, as they were 
called, were, almost uniformly, the most sensible and 
kind hearted men afloat. All the great authorities 
were in favor of joking. Dulce est desipere in loco, 
said one of the most illustrious of them ; a man, 
who, while he stowed away a great deal of delicious 
Falemian under his jacket, also took good care to 
line his knowledge-box with the choicest wit and sci- 
ence of his day. 

Where would the world of literature and art be, 
to-day, -if the jocose portions were missing? Was 
not the greatest of poets, the greatest of jokers ? 
Take all the fun and fun-makers out of Shakspeare, 
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and you take full half, and perhaps the best half, of 
that ever-blessed volume. The bare idea of such a 
thing made one miserable. What, drive Gobbo and 
Gratiano out of the Merchant of Venice, silence the 
merry prattle of Benedict and Beatrice, not even al- 
low Mercutio his three little acts of frolic, rob Lear 
of his fool, stop the sweet mouth of Rosalind, con- 
demn the illustrious Touchstone to mere pantomine, 
and turn fat Jack himself, and all his merry men, 
into bare tableaux vivans ? Horrible, horrible sug- 
gestion ! It would be like banishing the gay flowers 
and dancing brooks from the great volume of nature. 
But he would not trespass any longer upon their pa- 
tience. 

On putting the question, there was found to be a 
most overwhelming show of hands for the jokers. 

Mystifico then produced a couple of those myste- 
rious Jarvisian manuscripts of his, the genuineness 
of which, he says, he is the more and more convinced 
of, the deeper he gets into them. The first purports 
to be a free and friendly letter from one Spurius 
Eibbius, at Rome, to his friend and pitcher, Rufus 
Jonesius, at Baiae. 

RoMuE, Prid. Kal. Junii, A. U. 735. 
Dear Rufus : — I write you, to-day, rather from 
the force of habit, than from having anything spe- 
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cially interesting to communicate. It is right-hot 
T^eather here, I assure you. Corvus's thermometer 

in the Campua Martius^ stood at 82 at sunrise this 
morning. Yon must have a real roasting time of it 
at BaisSj notwithstanding those delicious sea-breezes. 
And are you really deriving any benefit from the 
"paters 7 Jove grant it I May you speedily be re- 
stored to u3. I am dying to see you. I find no 
company here at all comparable to yours. So take 
pity on mCj my dear fellow. Have the goodness to 
get well as fast as possible. I believej now, that the 
pure air of Tibur would^ after allj be of more service 
to youj than all the hot bathing this side of Styx. 
"What say you to a jaunt there? Unfold your 
views, iii a right speedy reply. 

Our friend Catulus has just returned from Spainj 
after a three years' absence. He is looking right 
hearty. Meecenas gave him a grand supper last 
nightj in honor of the occaalon. There were some 
dozen of us present It is superfluous to say that 
it was a magnificent affair, &uch turbotj such caecu- 
ban, such musiCj such fun ! C was always a wicked 
wagj you know, and this Spanish tour of his has en- 
larged his budget of stories amazingly. He poured 
out one continual stream of spicy anecdotes ; some 
of them, it juust be confessed^ a little too free to suit 
some of the guests, though that scamp, Horace, was 
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inexpressibly tickleA Our host, howeyer, did not 
seem to be in his osnal spirits. Time and the cares 
of state are beginning to tell upon him, at last. He 
always was a poor sleeper, too, you know. And then, 
that tormenting, fascinating, yixen of a wife of his, 
that he can neither lire with nor without, keeps him 
in eternal hot water. Beautiful she-devil that she 
iSj what a row she will kick up in Tartarus when 
she gets there ! Msecenas, too, say what you will) 
with all his affectation of indolence and luxurious 
living, is, and has been, a confounded hard worker; 
none more so in the imperial city. His book on 
Government, by the way, is just out. I was looking 
over it yesterday. My own opinion on such sub- 
jects, as you know, is not worth a rush, but all our 
best jurists and statesmen pronounce it a master- 
piece. The emperor, they say, is charmed with it, 
and even Agrippa condescends to applaud it. If I 
thought you really meant to stay any time at Baise, 
I'd send you my copy, for I find it too abstruse for 
my poor brain, especially this warm weather. 

We had a grand review of troops, the other day, 
at the old place, outside the Viminal, being the last 
great turn-out before Agrippa's departure for Ger- 
many. It was a brilliant, spirited affair. A. is posi- 
tively off, with his six legions, some time next week. 
Young Licinius goes with him, as a member of his 
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staff. The more fool he, say I. A young fellow in his 
position, and with such expectations, wilfully to 
abandon the advantages of the metropolis in this 
way ; to forego the cuisine, fashion, fun, frolic of 
dear delightful Rome, and bury himself alive among 
those absurd provincials, those abominable Goths, 
those beer-swillers, those chicory-chewers !* 1 have 
no patience with him. Rome for my money. A 
day here, in this great, throbbing heart of the world, 
is worth a generation in such dreary, out-of-the-way 
parts of creation. So thought I, at least, and so ex- 
claimed I, last night, as I stood gazing, in the moon- 
light, at the exquisite portico of our majestic Panthe- 
on. What a scene ! As I paused, lingering over 
its beautiful proportions, and then gazed at the 
sumptuous piles around it, with their grand masses 
of light and shadow, and at those noble equestrian 
statues in front of me, and at that stately procession 
of columns on the left, tapering away in the dis- 
tance in dim perspective, and as I listened to the 
murmurs of the adjacent fountains, interrupted only 
by the shouts of passing revellers, or mingling ever 
and anon with the strains of distant serenaders, even 
J, the sober-minded, practical, truthful Fibbius, was 
quite transported with delight ; was borne away, in 

♦ The antique substitute for Tobacco.— See Tac de Mor. Qenn. 
C36. Pliny (H.N. 34, 6.) 
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spite of myself, far from the ignorant present, into the 
blessed land of dreams ! Jove bless Agrippa, for that 
magnificent temple ! Had he done nothing else for 
his native city, he would deserve immortal honor at 
her hands. 

Holloa, holloa, I think I hear you exclaim, what 
are you about, man ? You are getting romantic, 
with a vengeance ! Pardon me, Rufus, but some- 
times my old pen will get going, you know, in a most 
absurd and flighty manner. Let me speedily de- 
scend to my proper level. 

Have your horses arrived yet? I gave that 
scamp, Caius, the most explicit directions on the sub- 
ject. •! shall crucify the scoundrel, without fail, if 
they don't reach you safe and sound. Rome, by the 
way, was never so full of first-rate horseflesh, within 
my recollection. I should think all Persia, Arabia, 
and Thessaly had been ransacked, so filled are the 
streets with splendid specimens. Young Piso, our 
neighbor, turned out with a magnificent pair of bays, 
yesterday, and one of Plancus's tip-top chariots. 
A bright boy, that ! He begins early, and is bound 
to go ahead, as Socrates would say. He will put his 
little property through, I foresee, with marvellous 
velocity. Young Vinnius drives altogether the pret- 
tiest tandem in town. The way in which he pilots 
his team through our narrow, winding streets, reflects 
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great credit on his early training. Since my late in- 
glorious spill, on the Via Flaminia, I have begun to 
look with great contempt on my abilities in this walk 
of art. 

In the world of fashion, there is nothing of spe- 
cial interest. The flirtations of the beautiful and 
wayward Terentia are still town-talk. The saucy 
jade, she has even presumed to set her cap at the 
Emperor himself Confound her impudence ! And 
yet, it is hard to say a word against such a .bewitch- 
ingly handsome creature. Helen herself could not 
have looked more lovely than she did yesterday, on 
the Pincian. With what inimitable grace and skill 
did she manage those superb ponies of hers. How 
different a creature, in every way, from her sister, 
the ugly and exemplary Cornelia ! 

I dropped in for a little while, the other 
night, at the theatre of Marcellus. They were 
playing Maecenas's Octavia. Heavy, heavy work. 
Between ourselves, the tragedy is a most stu- 
pendous failure. The finest acting on earth couldn't 
save it. There was one fine passage, to be sure, 
descriptive of old Curius Dentatus, that was 
warmly applauded ; but all the rest, trash, trash, 
trash. It is really inconceivable, how a man of the 
exquisite taste of Maecenas, keeping the company, 
too, of the choicest wits and poets, wielding, more- 
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over, such a tremendous pen on all political and 
financial subjects, should, nevertheless, have made 
such a complete ass of himself, (I must say it, if I 
were to swing for it, before morning,) on this occa- 
sion. Had it not been known to be the production 
of the Premier, the audience would have given the 
play a most unmistakeable and effectual damnation. 
Tour young protege, Ambustus, by the way, made 
his d6but in this piece. An unfortunate selection, 
certainly ; but I doubt whether he will ever cut 
much of a figure as a tragedian. At least, there 
seems to me to be far more of the sock than buskin 
in his composition. 

I ran against Horace this morning, in the Forum. 
He looked fresh as a rose, notwithstanding the copi- 
ous imbibitions of yesterday. He'll pay for it, 
though, some of these fine mornings. I hinted as 
much to him. "So be it," said he, "dum vivimus, 
vivamus, and Pluto take the hindmost. Better two- 
score years and five of fun, than three-score and ten 
of moping." And so he rattled on, incorrigible son 
of Epicurus that he is. He insisted on my going 
with him to Davisius's, who has just received a cask 
of superlative old Opimian, that saw its hundredth 
birthday last vintage. Horace was determined to 
have it, and his own purse not being equal to the ef- 
fort, he over-persuaded me to go halves in it with 
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him. By the way, I see that that superh amethyst 
drinking service, which you admired so much in 
Pompey's Portico, is still to be bought. It is strange 
to me that it wasn't snapped up, long ago. The un- 
conscionable dog of an owner, though, won't take a 
sesterce less than two talents for the set. What 
say youi shall I secure it for you, ere it is too late ? 

I looked in at the Courts, for a few moments yes- 
terday. Sempronius tells me that there is not the 
remotest probability that your cause will be reached 
this term. They were still hammering away at 
Codes vs. Codes. It was my good fortune to hear 
plaintiff's counsel recite, to a highly edified bench, 
the concluding portion of his thirteenth sur-rebutter. 
When he had finished, defendant's counsel rose, and 
began his fourteenth rebutter, whereupon we specta- 
tors promptly vanished. There seems to be an in- 
exhaustible crop of new disclosures, in this strange 
case. When and how it will end, Numa only knows. 
On my way home, I stumbled over that mad wag, 
Papirius. I made an allusion to the aforesaid inter- 
minable suit. '• Ah," said he, " that's nothing to a 
case still going on, in the Thessalian law-courts." — 
« Indeed, and pray what's that?" " What," he re- 
plied, " is it possible you have never heard of the 
great case of Telumon vs. Deucalion ?" " Never : 
what is it all about ?" " I'll tell you," said he. "Tou 
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must know, then, that at the period of the great flood 
named after him, Deucalion was not only contesting 
the crown of Thessaly with his cousin, but was also 
most deplorably embarrassed, financially ; so much 
so, that when he went on board the good ship Omega, 
wherein he and his amiable Pyrrha were preserved, 
there were several heavy judgments against him in 
the K.B., C.B. and other Thessalian tribunals. — 
Among other transactions, it seems he had given a 
cognovit to one Telamon, a contemporary tailor, who 
had brought an action of assumpsit against him, for 
several suits of sables sold and delivered ; laying his 
damages at ten talents, and said cognovit being ten- 
dered and accepted, for one-half that amount. What 
occurred, aboard the Omega, you know as well as I, 
every gentleman and scholar being supposed to have 
read Deucalion's journal of the voyage. Well, the 
waters subsided, Mr. and Mrs. D. disembarked, threw 
the stones behind their backs, as the oracle directed, 
and aided by the recruits thus raised, began afresh 
the work of cultivation and civilization. Some six 
weeks after the disembarkation, while D. and his wife 
were having a social game of piquette in front of 
D.'s house, (which was at once palace and log cabin,) 
who should present himself but the identical Tela- 
mon, the antediluvian tailor and plaintifiF ! His tale 
was briefly told. Having had a vague presentiment 
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of the disaster that was to come over the planet, he 
had, a day or two before the catastrophe, quietly 
made the best of his way to a secluded spot in the 
neigh borbood, taking with him an axe, a coil of ropes, 
a ekin of wine, and a bag of biscuits. He bad pre- 
pared his raft, secured his provisions, and was fairly 
afloat, and had made a good offing before being dis- 
covered by bis neigbbors, ^Not with standing all the 
terrors and sufferings of bis voyage, he bad yet^ in- 
credible as it seemed, managed to ride out the gale, 
had made his first land on Mount jEta, and from 
that place bad scrambled, with infinite pain and fa- 
tigue, towards his own home, nearly starved to death ^ 
and fully prepared to find himself the only soul alive. 
Judge of his surprise, then, at seeing such a largo 
population^ made up, too, of entire strangers to him* 
After farther explanations, Tel am on coneluded by 
alluding to certain outstanding liabilities, and ear- 
nestly requested Deuealionj that when the first coin 
of the realm should be struck off, they might be duly 
discharged therein, with interest. He at the same 
time showed bim the cognovit which he had given, 
and which he, Telamon, had secured about bis per- 
son, in case it might possihbj come into play after 
the subsidence of the waters. Deucalion fired up 
instantly. He told Telamon that he was imperti- 
nent \ that his appearance there wasj under existing 
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eircumstances, the height of impudence ; that he 
was no longer extant in the eyes either of gods orlnen ; 
that his turning up in this style, could only be at- 
tributed to some unaccountable oversight on the part 
of Neptune; that he considered him and his claims, 
both legally and equitably defunct ; and, in a word, 
bade him be oflF. The poor man retired, disgusted 
and desperate. Shortly after this occurrence, a re- 
bellion broke out in Thessaly, and Deucalion was 
compelled to abdicate in favor of one Meliboeus. No 
sooner had he returned to the walks of private life, 
than Telamon commenced an action against him. A 
copiously worded declaration, based on the cognovit 
above referred to, was served upon defendant's at- 
torney, who had the unblushing impudence to allege 
in his plea, that said cognovit was an arrant forgery. 
The court was greatly embarrassed. While per- 
fectly convinced of the substantial equity of plain- 
tiflf's claim, they yet could hardly bring themselves, 
as sound lawyers, to recognize the validity of an un- 
verified document; a document, too, which never 
could be verified here below, all oral and record evi- 
dence having been alike swallowed up in the great 
convulsion. Unwilling to turn the plaintiff out of 
court without redress, and not daring to decree him 
damages, they declined giving a decision ; nor has 
any bench of Thessalian judges been found willing 
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to commit themselves upon the point, from that day 
to this. All this while, the personal representatives 
of the respective parties have been paying fat fees 
to lawyers, and waxing more and more fiery and fu- 
rious upon the subject, in each successive genera- 
tion ! Papirius was proceeding to make some in- 
structive and valuable comments upon this extraor- 
dinary case, when the approach of the Emperor and 
his suite diverted his attention, and I presently lost 
sight of him in the crowd. I give you the state- 
ment for what it is worth. 



The subscription to dear Virgil's monument is pro- 
gressing finely. More than twenty thousand names 
are appended to it already. The Emperor insisted 
on heading the list with his denarius, no larger sum 
being allowed, in order that all may have the privi- 
lege of joining in this tribute of admiration and love. 
To think that it is only a little twelvemonth, since 
the blessed bard left us for Elysium ! But life at 
Rome is so crowded with events, that weeks seem 
years almost. I take great shame to myself, Rufus, 
that I am so deplorably ignorant of his divine poetry. 
Why haven't I your industry and perseverance ? — 
Why am I so abominably indolent and pleasure-seek- 
ing ? I used to be considered a pretty bright scholar, 
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too, when we were boys together at the University 
of Tusculum. 

But I have quite exhausted your patience with 
this long rigmarole. You will be, more than ever, 
the champion of cheap postage, after receiving it. — 
Well, well, forgive and burn it, but don^t fail to reply 
to it, and in the meantime believe me, (whatever else 
I may be,) your ever devoted and faithful 

FiBBIUS. 
RUFUS JONESIUS, 

Villa Mariana, BaicB. 

Mystifico here remarked, that from a clause m the 
concluding sentence of the above epistle, as well as 
from the obvious traces of a post-mark, upon the MS. 
itself, he was compelled to doubt the accuracy of the 
dogmatical statements of the antiquarians, that there 
was no such thing as an established post known in 
the Roman States. M. went into the point, with a 
good deal of learning, and evident feeling. He then 
remarked, that the next document, which he would 
respectfully submit to the consideration of the Soci- 
ety, went to show that a Penny Press was not entire- 
ly unknown in ancient Greece. It was as follows. 
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^^ Fragments from a frightfully mutilated copy 
of the Cecropian Spectator, 

Vol. XY. No. 4. Athens, Heoatomboeon, 16. 01. 87.2. Price 3 Oboli. 
Cebes, Editor. oivk us light. Speusippns, Proprietor. 

We perceive, by the Mantinea Democrat, the Tegea 
Blade, and other journals, that the Arcadia Wine 
Law is working just as we predicted it would, from 
the first, i.e. most lamentably. A recent attempt to 
enforce it, at Megalopolis, terminated in a disgrace- 
ful riot, accompanied with loss of life ; the particulars 
of which will be found in another column. We sin- 
cerely trust that the lesson will not be thrown away 
upon our Arcadian brethren, and that their eyes will 
be opened to the folly of this ultra, this excessive 
legislation. We go, with all our hearts, for the 
supremacy of the law, but at the same time, we would 
have the lawgiver know his proper place. There 
are things, altogether too sacred in their character, 
for his interference ; matters that lie entirely between 
man and the gods, and over which the Court of Con- 
science has, and ever must have, exclusive jurisdic- 
tion. There are others, upon which a certain degree 
of legislation would be very desirable, but which, 
from the very nature of the case, it is next to impos- 
sible to legislate about, to any purpose. Pre-eminent 
among these, we consider this same matter of drink 
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ing. We do not believe that the combined wisdom 
of Lycurgus, Solon, and Numa, could frame a statute 
that would effectually expel the evil of intemperance 
from society. Appetite and opportunity would be 
sure to get round it, somehow or other. And: then 
the expense of enforcing it. Why, it would drain ■ 
the richest treasury on earth of its last drachma, 
and, after all, bribery and corruption would carry the 
day. Oh, no, no. We must leave these things to 
public opinion ; to men's own sense of what is right 
and decent ; to the Priesthood and the Press ; to the 
homily of the philosopher, and the lash of the satirist, 
and not cumber our statute-books with ineffectual 
enactments concerning them. 

Furthermore, we consider this same Arcadia 
Wine Law not merely unwise, not merely a direct and 
standing invitation to all sorts of perjury and ras- 
cality, but a most unwarrantable invasion of private 
rights. Nor will a free people long submit, as the 
recent affair at Megalopolis most clearly shows, to 
any such outrageous dictation. The idea of prescri- 
bing to a man, how many cups of Chian he should 
wash his dinner down with, would itself be suflSciently 
aggressive and absurd ; as much so, as to limit his 
slices of mutton, or the number of sandals he should 
wear per annum ; but to go farther, and tell him that 
he may not even take a solitary night cap of good 
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old Lesbian, at a public house, after a hard day's 
"work too, without the perils of fine and imprisonment, 
it is monstrous, it is insuflferable. 

Wc should like to see the experiment tried in this 
city. We'd see the whole Assembly in TartaruSj 
before submit ting to any such folly and tyranny. — 
Who can toUj though ? This is the age of theorists 
and rGfbriners, of revolutionizers and new lights j and 
we must be prepared, of coursej for all sorts of eccen- 
tricities in ]egi^latian, Minerva knows^ there are 
enough of theni, in literature and philosophy \ 

Wc can't help hoping, however, that our Arcadian 
friends will give the wiseacres who concocted the pre- 
cious law in questiouj their several walking-tickets, 
at the coming mectingj and appoint caimcry w^iacr, and 
more capable men on the Committee. May it be 
80, both for their own and Peloponnesus^ sake. 



A CARD. 
To My Credit ons.^Ey the kind penni.«?sion of 
the Polemarchj I will meet you in the Ilotunda of 
the Exchange in this city, on the first day of the 
coming month of Metageitnion, at 3 p. m.j precisely, 
for the purpose of a fallj free, and friendly explana- 
tion of my affairs, Aloibi ades, 
Athens^ Heo. 9, 
11 Agamemnon Avenue. 
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NOTICE. 

I shall be compelled to postpone, indefinitely, the 
above proposed meeting, being peremptorily ordered 
by my physicians, to avoid all crowds, in the present 
delicate state of my health. 

Hec. 16. tf. Alcibiades. 



There was a grand rally of the friends of Protec- 
tion, at the Pnyx, yesterday. A full report of their 
proceedings will appear in our next. We will merely 
remark, at present, that Astyanax's speech on the 
occasion, was a masterly performance. He went over 
the whole ground, in a style alike rapid, clear, and 
comprehensive ; demonstrating, as we think, alike 
by facts and arguments, the indispensableness of the 
present tariflF to the prosperity of Attica. He paint- 
ed, in glowing colors, the folly and madness of wan- 
tonly exposing the well-fed, well paid, intelligent, 
hopeful labor of Greece, to a ruinous competition 
with the pauper labor of Persia and Phoenicia. His 
statistics in regard to the silk and woollen manufac- 
tures were startling ; and, moreover, an overwhelm- 
ing answer to the theories of the Free-trade vision- 
aries. 

But our readers well know our sentiments on this 
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subject. We are, and ever have been, the unwaver* 
ing champions of the Protective Policy ; the good old 
Athenian policy; the policy of Solon, and of all 
truly wise lawgivers. We go for the dignity and the 
rights of labor, and for its indefinite multiplication. 
The greater variety of employments there is, in a 
commonwealth, the better for it ; the more compact, 
united, and prosperous will its people become. We 
hail every new branch of honest industry, as a boon 
to the race ; as a new channel, in which human wits 
and energies are to be developed ; as a new diversion 
of men's minds from indolence, and its horrible con- 
comitants of vice, crime, and bloodshed. 

(' The sentence that follows,' remarked Mystifico, 
* I found wholly untranslateable, after long and pain- 
fully puzzling over it. There are evident allusions 
in it, to the Home Market, and to the superiority of 
specific over ad valorem duties. But I could not, 
for the life of me, put it into wholesome English.') 



It seems that the Marathon Knockers have turn- 
ed up again. We have a long letter from our corres- 
pondent, on the subject. He is evidently a believer 
in them. Indeed, he writes us, that he has thumped 
up a number of spiritual acquaintances during the 
last ten days. His first caU was from Sanconiatho, 
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with whom he had quite a copious and refreshing 
dish of chat. He found S. a trifle mystical and trans- 
cendental, at times, but he was on the whole, vastly 
edified. S. spoke a pure and terse Greek, and un- 
folded some of his very peculiar theological views, at 
considerable length. The interview terminated by 
our correspondent's asking Sanconiatho if he would 
take something, before going ; whereat his ghostship 
retired very precipitately, and in evident disgust, to 
the great disturbance of his host, who was, of course, 
quite unaware of the teetotalistic tendencies of his 
illustrious visitor. 

The writer then knocked for Achilles, but, (owing 
to some misapprehension, no doubt,) Ther sites came 
instead. He was, as usual, very witty, very abusive, 
and very smutty ; indeed, it would be out of the ques- 
tion, he adds, to put to parchment the substance of 
his remarks. 

Then came the spirit of Pindar, and poured forth 
a magnificent, heart-thrilling ode, and departed post- 
haste, without giving our correspondent time to secure 
a copy, or even to return thanks. 

Miltiades next appeared, armed cap-a-pie, and look- 
ing sad and severe, as in life. He was persuaded to 
give a full and circumstantial account of the all-glo- 
rious battle. As his version differs materially, in 
some important points, from that of Herodotus, our 
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correspondent feels it his duty to lay it before the 
public, at an early day. 

But we cannot follow our friend through his long 
spiritual visiting list. It is painfully evident that 
this delusion has taken a strong hold on him. — 
Strange, too, that a man of his usually clear head, 
and fine critical acumen, should have been humbug- 
ged thus. Can we wonder that quacks and impos- 
tors are as thick as hops about us, when men of 

-. ^^s intelligence, fall so easily into their clutches ? 

And yet, who among us is there, that hath not his 
weak point, on this subject ? Who doth not cherish 
some pet delusion, entertain some darling supersti- 
tion? Perhaps it is as well for us. Life would 
hardly be worth having, were we to be eternally con- 
fronted with the naked truth. If our friend takes 
any comfort, then, in his ghostly acquaintances, for 
Jove's sake, don't disturb him. Let him make the 
most of them. The more, the merrier. We quarrel 
not with his weakness ; but we do quarrel, most 
emphatically, with the scamps who go about, concoct- 
ing such miserable humbugs, and plundering people 
of their money, at their absurd exhibitions, instead 
of earning their living in a reputable way. We 
should like to see them all in the galleys, before 
isundown. 
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"We perceive, by the Argos Beacon, that the Social- 
istic Experiment in that neighborhood, has come to an 
untimely end. The Philodemic Phalanx we think 
it was called. The Association, though not deficient 
in numbers or in capital, it seems, worked badly from 
the start. The organization of the groups, beautiful 
as it appeared on parchment, and in diagram, was 
quite another sort of thing on the field of action. — 
Thus, while the eating, drinking, talking, and love- 
making groups were invariably well filled and fully 
employed, hardly a mother's son was at his post 
when the hour for hog-killing, or wood-chopping, 
came round ; while the women had literally to be 
torn away, by main force, from their lyres and tam- 
bours, in order to carry out the programme of the 
day, in the dusting and bed-making departments. — 
After struggling along in this way, for a very few 
weeks, the whole affair, of course, exploded most dis- 
gracefully ; terminating, in a word, as all its illus- 
trious predecessors have terminated before it, in de- 
bauchery and insolvency. 

The simpletons, what right had they to expect any 
other result ? When will they learn to base their 
schemes upon human nature as Jove made it, and 
not upon their own wild dreams of what it ought to 
be ? But we have dwelt so much on this topic of 
late, that our readers must be heartily tired of it. 
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There was a dense jam at the Lenaeum yesterday, 
on occasion of the first representation of Aristo- 
phanes's Frogs. All the notabilities of the town 
were present, including Socrates, who evidently rel- 
ished the performance amazingly. The piece was, 
indeed, a brilliant success. Such a triumph was 
hardly, if ever before, witnessed upon the Athenian 
stage. Such sparkling wit, such pungent sarcasm, 
such inimitable parodies ! The most ardent admi- 
rer of Euripides must confess that he is taken o£F 
most felicitously. It seems a little cruel, perhaps, 
to handle him thus roughly, when the poor bard is 
hardly cold in his grave ;* but, after all, there is lit- 
tle or no malice in the satire. Under all the fun and 
coarseness, are clearly visible the true critic, the 
profound artist, the honest man. But the reception 
given it by the brilliant and fastidious audience pres- 
ent, is the best comment upon its merits. We some- 
times wish Aristophanes would give us a tragedy. 
We have no doubt it would be a grand one. If 
boundless invention, an exquisite ear for music, and 
a thorough mastery of all the resources of our lan- 
guage, combined with a profound knowledge of hu- 

* A more literal translation of the above passage would have 
been, ' when the poor bard's ashes are hardly settled in their urn.' 
Mystiflco evidently takes great liberties, at times, with the origi- 
nal. 
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man nature, are qualifications sufficient, what man 
among us hath more of them ? But perhaps he is 
doing the State more service, in his present capacity. 
The Gods know, we need the lash of the satirist, in 
these restless, saucy, aggressive times of ours. Ar- 
rogance and ill breeding are quite too abundant in 
this rampant democracy, and if the comic muse can 
scare a little modesty and veneration into us, why 
all the better. But, not to moralize over the matter, 
the piece in question was a most unqualified hit. 
We welcome it as a valuable accession to the reper- 
tory of the Lenaeum, and predict for it a glorious run, 
throughout Greece. The performance, we need not 
add, was admirable throughout. 



Consumption can be Cv/red, 

' The advertisement under the above caption,' said 
Mystifico, * though somewhat marred by the tooth of 
time, is in the main, intelligible. I have not thought 
it worth while, however, to translate it. Suffice it to 
say, that it has all the characteristics of similar ad- 
vertisements, in our own day ; the same prononc^ 
style, the same long words, the same magnificent 
promises, the same unqualified condemnation of all 
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previous remedies, the same general flourish of drums 
and trumpets. The only noticeable point is this : — 
the particular remedy here offered to the antique 
world, as the boon to the race, is neither more nor 
less than Cod Liver Oil ; the very medicine, that 
some of the quacks of the present day, are trying to 
put off upon society, as a bran-new invention of their 
own. The scamps ! when here we have the best of 
evidence of an attempt to humbug the good people of 
Athens with it, in the eighty-seventh Olympiad! 
Well, it is only one more evidence of the ingrained 
rascality of the race ; one more confirmation of the 
truth of the saying of the Hebrew sage and king. 
The thing that hath been, it is that which shall be ; 
and that which is done, is that which shall be done : 
and there is no new thing under the sun.') 



To-morrow evening, Minerva willing, a discourse 
will be delivered in the eastern portico of the temple 
of Theseus, by the very revered, the hierophant Eu- 
bulus, at two hours before sunset precisely. 

Subject, The Ninth Labor of Hercules. 



The sale of the collection of coins, medals, let- 
ters, and autographs of Archippus deceased, came 
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o£F yesterday. There was a great rash for the au- 
tographs. Among others, we notice the following 
transactions : 

Tal. Min. Drach. 

A well authenticated Ogyges, 1 25 

A somewhat doubtful Moses, 55 

Three Deucalions, at 20 minsd each, 1 

Sisyphus,. 45 50 

Hercules, 1 

Theseus, 65 

Hesiod, 1 30 

Homer, 4 

Romulus, 1 66 

The seven Wise Men, at 4 minad each, 28 

An unquestionable Cadmus, with alphabeti- 
cal specimens, 5 

Three or four stray leaves of a cash-book, gene- 
rally supposed to have been kept by Remus, real- 
ized the round sum of three talents. A fragment 
of a letter from JEsop to an importunate creditor, 
brought nearly a talent. A promissory note, drawn 
by Anacreon, jun., and having the endorsement of 
the elder Anacreon, was knocked down at fifty mi- 
nae, being just one-third of the amount for which it 
was given, and ten-fold, probably, what it would 
have brought, in its own day and generation. There 
were other objects of interest in this curious old col- 
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lection, but we have no space to devote to them, to^ 
day. 



The subscriber will be happy to see his friends 
and customers, at his old stand, the Pig and Dolphin, 
17 Solon Buildings, second door below the Fountain 
of Silenus. He has just laid in a well-selected stock 
of native and foreign Wines. Free-and-Easies eve- 
ry fifth evening. To-morrow, a grand main of quails 
will be fought, one hour after sunset ; after which, a 
tip-top Poultry Raffle. Entrance, two drachmas. 
Come and see for yourselves. 

Megasthenes. 



The first, and in all probability the last, Womans' 
Bights Meeting ever held in Athens, took place day 
before yesterday ; the Archons having (as we think, 
and thought at the time,) most injudiciously tendered 
them the use of the Athenaeum for that purpose. 
The amphitheatre was filled to overflowing at an 
early hour. The meeting was duly organized by 
calling Theodolinda, of the ward Alimus, and better 
half of Sosibius to the chair, with a score of Vice- 
Presidents, and half a dozen Secretaries. Theodo- 
linda said she would not detain the meeting with any 
remarks of her own. The resolutions about to be 
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r«ad would sufficiently explain why the women were 
there assembled, and what they wanted. 

Secretary Euterpe then read the following Reso- 
lutions : 

Resolved, that the civil, political, social, literary, 
9.nd financial condition of the women of Attica is 
alike abominable, intolerable, and diabolical. 

Resolved, that we are heartily tired of being lock- 
ed up in Gynecaeums all day, scolding slaves, suck- 
ling brats, and listening to the smallest kind of small 
talk, while our worser halves are out and about, vot- 
ing, frolicing, drinking, and driving fast nags on 
every avenue of the metropolis. 

Resolved, that our general education is most cru- 
elly and shamefully neglected. 

Resolved, that we have quite as good a right to a 
will, way, and property, of our own, as the men ; and 
that we must and will have them. 

Resolved, that our utter and entire exclusion from 
the polls, courts, theatres, circuses, restaurants, 
libraries and reading-rooms of the city, admits neither 
of explanation nor excuse ; besides being detrimental 
to Athenian morals. 

Resolved, that the Gods have been quite as liberal 
in their gifts to us, as to the so-called Lords of Crea- 
tion, if we only had^ fair chance of displaying them. 
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Resolved, that with proper training, we should 
soon show ourselves to be as competent to compile 
codes, make treaties, go on foreign missions, navigate 
fleet^j and con»iiict armies to victory, as the proudest 
grasshopper- wearer of them alL 

Eesolved, that nine-tenths of the dicing, drinking, 
quail- fightingj profanityj and general debauchery that 
disgrace the metropolis, are fairly traceable to the 
absurd neglect and incarceration of our injured sex. 

E,eaolved, that every true mother and daughter of 
Attica is bound by her faith in the Gods, her trust 
iu Minerva, and her duty to her country, to do all 
that in her lies, to bring about; a prompt and thorough 
reform in all these things. 

E-esolved, that a committee be appointed to prepare 
a plan of action for the great campaign before ua. 

Anaxibia of Megara, wife of Melampus the llomee- 
opathist^ took the floor on the first resolution- 

{' But here, alas for Poaterity/ remarked Mysti- 
ficoj = is a frightful hiatus, time having most unfeel- 
ingly devoured the remainder of the proceedings of 
this meeting, all but one little fragment, which re- 
cords the manner of its breaking up, videlicet :) 

Here the row became' terrific. Such a chattering 
and screaming was never before heard ia Athens, 



I 
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Oaths and benedictions were hurled in all directions ; 
peplums were stripped oflF of backs, veils torn to tat- 
ters, eyes blacked, noses set running ; while a per- 
fect shower of sandals darkened the air. At the 
height of the uproar, the chief of the Archons,who 
had been sent for, luckily made his appearance, ac- 
companied by the Chief of Police, and a large posse 
duly armed with pikes and staves. His honor im- 
mediately proceeded to read the Riot Act; after 
which, a few of the more desperate of the termagants 
having been captured, the crowd dispersed, and 
peace was restored. The lesson, we trust, will not 
be thrown away upon the authorities. 



'There are other items in this precious torso of a 
paper,' said M., ' but I am not Grecian enough to 
translate them. The MS. itself is at my lodgings, 
where I shall be most happy to show it to any mem- 
ber of the Society. 

Quizzico then favored us with the following lines, 
which he said he considered a fair specimen of his 
great forthcoming Epic, in twelve Books, entitled, 
* The Course of Nature.^ The poem, he added, 
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was the fruit of many years^ severe labor, and was 
avowedly, in the Wordsworthian school : 

" He polled again, and out the grinder tame. 

It was tbe aecoqd molar, on the left hand side, 

And in the nether jaw ; the sole Survivor 

Of A set ot smry snags, that aU his life 

Had been a l^nrden and a torment to him ; 

Brittle, unserviceable, worthless bones I 

And he was glad, the Wanderer was glad 

To find his jaVs were rid of them, at last. 

So, taking u|> this * Last of the Mohegans,' 

Between his finger and his thumb, he held it 

Against the orer-blessed sunlight, while 

His conflicting thoughts thus queerly, he expressed. 

• The jig is up, the tale is told, and thou, 

Poor, paltry stump, art off, to join thy comrades ; 

And vacant now, as infants',are my gums. 

Thank God for the deliverance ! And yet 

I do confess, I feel a pang at parting ; 

For though thou wert a shabby specimen 

Of a most shabby crew, stjll, what on earth so vile 

Is there, but, in its final leave- taking, 

Appeals with power unto the feeling heart ! 

What habit so atrocious, hat so shocldng, 

Wen so disfiguring, pimpte sp repulsive. 

But Jiath some charm about it, when *tis gone ! 

E'en sorriest husband for a while is missed, 

As is the tongue of the most brawling wife. 

Sweet isthe^ memory, ofbj of bitter things, 

And pleasant is the tale of perils past. 

Oh, mighty is the infiuence of last things ; 
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Summer's last rose, last red leaf of the forest, 

Minstrel's last lay, last red cent of the pauper, 

Last ni^ht of Jenny Lmd, last day of term at Sing^ Smg, 

Last omice that breaketh back of patient camel, 

Last dying speech of pendent, penitent scomidrel ; 

And oh, what heart can e*er forget, that witnessed, 

That sad, last dinner, of that old, ' last man/ 

Good Gcofirey Dale 1 And surely 'tis not strange, then. 

Nor ill becomes a thoughtful, lovmg nature. 

That I do cast one farewell glance at Mee, 

Last snag, the oldest tenant of these jaws. 

Ere I thus throw thee to the dogs, forever 1' 

He paused, while in his pensive looks was writ 

The tender melancholy of his thoughts ; 

When suddenly Budolpho entered," etc., eta 

The impression produced upon us all, by these and 
some hundred lines more of the same sort, was truly 
profound. There was an evident and universal 
feeling, that if this brick fairly represented the fab- 
ric to which it belonged, the community would soon 
behold one of the most superb poetical piles ever 
reared ; and one that might fitly crown the stateliest 
summit of Parnassus ! 

The Society then, after a few appropriate remarks 
from the President, adjourned to supper; after which 
the members all knocked glasses together for the 
last time, till the next autumnal gathering. 



EXTRACTS FROM THE EPISTLES 



WHIMSICULO THE ELDER. 



I HAVE lately been looking over some of the vo- 
luminous correspondence of my lamented kinsman. 
It is a queer one. Not only his own letters, but a 
great many of those received by him, have,' unques- 
tionably, a marked and emphatic character. By no 
means uniformly correct in style or sentiment, or 
models of calligraphy, there are, nevertheless, pas- 
sages in them which, as it seems to me, may fairly 
lay claim to the substantial qualities of heartiness 
and honesty. That they are abundantly whimsical 
and fanciful, any one who knew the writer or his as- 
sociates at all, will take for granted. At any rate, 
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I have ventured to lay before the world, numerous 
extracts from the epistles of the dear departed, with 
occasional ones from those of his more intimate 
friends, accompanied by such brief remarks as have 
been necessary for the purpose of clarification. I will 
only add, that the incidents referred to, in them, being, 
insignificant in themselves, and only interesting quite 
as vehicles of sentiment, I have not attempted to pre- 
serve anything like chronological order. 
The first is addressed to myself : 

"My1)earBoy: 

I write you these lines, in my shirt-sleeves. Your 
ever dear and excellent mother entered a few 
moments since, and stripped from off my back, that 
glorious old summer searsucker coat of mine, which 
I have worn uniformly during the dog-days of the 
last five and thirty years of my pilgrimage, and to 
which, as you well know, I was most warmly and 
tenderly attached. That same searsucker which you 
yourself had the impertinence, during the height of 
the Millerite excitement, to call my Ascension-gar- 
ment ; that same venerable searsucker, in the pocket 
of which, I once found that huge rat, the frightful, 
slimy, cold feel of which, as you remember, made me 
feint dead away with horror ; that dear old garment, 
in which I wrote the best part of my famous 
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Thoughts on the Vowel-points ; that comfortable 
coat, in which I have enjoyed, (while embellishing,) 
BO many lovely landscapes, and delicious sunsets ; 
that identical garment which I insisted on wearing, 
when my last exquisite daguerreotype was taken ; in 
every seam and button-hole of which, some touching 
reminiscence, or tender association lurked ; that very 
coat, did your mother, in the most unfeeling and 
summary manner, literally tear from oflF my back, 
declaring, as she ripped it to tatters, that &he could 
, put up with it no longer ; that she was deter- 
mined that I should not wear that odious, infamous, 
outlandish, heathenish, diabolical, antediluvian old 
garment, another hour j The nasty, high-waisted, 
long-skirted, ragged, filthy humbug ; (so she called 
it ;) the talk of the neighborhood ; a disgrace to the 
community ; unfit for the shoulders of a cannibal — 
to think that I should have no more regard for her 
feelings, or my own appearance, than to take the air 
in such an infamous piece of tailor's work as that ! 
And on the Sabbath, too ! To insult my maker in this 
horrible manner, by undertaking to sing his praises, 
in such a beastly costume ! I ought to be ashamed 
of myself. She was determined to put up with no 
more such absurd eccentricities, but would forthwith 
seek other board and lodging, unless I dressed like 
other folks. She said that she was heartily tired of 
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having all the hoys and dogs in town, at our heels, 
whenever she ventured to take a walk with me ; and 
finally reached the peroration of her discourse, as 
usual, in the midst of a copious flood of tears. She 
then departed, slamming the door after her with 
jfrightful violence. • 

Such, my dear Benjamin, are the circumstances 
under which I write. The poor coat is lying on the 
floor near me, a pitiful mass of shreds, while I have 
hardly yet recovered from my amazement. To think 
that your mother should have given way to her feel- 
ings thus ! That she should have pounced, with such 
tiger-like ferocity, upon a poor, inoffensive, venerahle 
garment! Alas, for human nature, when even the 
gentle sex can get up such terrible exhibitions, un- 
provoked ! And yet, I dare say, the dear woman 
meant all for the best. You know, she was ever im- 
pulsive. Perhaps the old searsucker was all that 
she said. Your sister Clarissa, who witnessed a 
part of the transaction, (and I am ashamed to say^ 
laughed heartily at it,) fully endorses and justifies 
her mother's conduct. 

Well, well, it's past praying for, now. I must try 
to keep my temper. Had it been any other garment, 
I wouldn't have minded it so much ; but as I said 
before, there was such a fund of recollections and 
anecdotes, clustering round that old friend and com- 
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panion ! Why, Benjamin, that was the very coat 
that dear Waggles admired so much, and which he 
once told me, in his solemn, earnest way, he had no 
doubt was a perfect fac-simile of the first effort, in 
that line, of the first tailor after the fall. That was 
the coat which no less than four different proprietors 
of Museums have offered me handsome sums for, so 
anxious were they to add it to the contents of their 
respective establishments. That coat it was, which 

my friend , the great comic singer, wanted to 

get possession of so much. I remember his saying 
to me, * If I could only go before the foot-lights, 
twenty consecutive nights, in that beauty, it would be 
at least a thousand additional dollars in my pocket.' 
That very coat was it, in which my political friend 

took the field, in the great campaign of 1840. 

How heartily did he thank me, on returning it, say- 
ing that it had secured his seat in the Legislature. 
' You know,' said he, * Whimsiculo, old stager that 
you are, you know that a queer outside, and a good 
nickname, and taking a glass of grog or two at the 
right time and place, have far more to do with suc- 
cess, before the sovereigns, than any amount of 
character or knowledge. And so Old Longtail, here, 
(so he called the dear garment,) did the business. — 
K I am ever a candidate for Congress, I shall insist 
on your letting me mount the stump in it again 1' 
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But above all, Ben, that blies^ed coat Tiras it, which, 
by being the great, prominent feature in the 
costume of a scarecrow, saved the finest corn- 
field in the County of Westchester, from the clutches 
of the crows, for three consecutive summers. 

Now, can you wonder, my son, at the warmth of 
my attachment to a garment, which had rendered 
such signal services, social and political ? Can you 
not readily understand and sympathize with my vex- 
ation and annoyance, at seeing it thus fall a victim 
to a fit of caprice and unprovoked anger, instead of 
being permitted to enjoy an honorable old age, and a 
peaceful exit ? Havn't I a right to swear, under the 
circumstances ? 

But I will dwell no longer on this painful subject. 
It is but fair to add, that your mother has just enter- 
ed the room again, evidently in a much calmer, and 
withal, somewhat apologetic frame of mind. Still, 
she insists upon it, that I have no right to be so 
criminally negligent of the proprieties of life, and of 
the fashions of the day. Perhaps the dear soul is 
right. I confess, however, it has always seemed to 
me a hard and unreasonable arrangement, that just 
when a man's back has fairly begun to get the hang 
of a garment, or his head has begun to feel at home, 
under his hat, or his feet really to enjoy his slippers, 
then forsooth, fashion and etiquette must always pop 
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in, and decree a separation. There is a want of 
heart, of right feeling about it ; at least it appears 
so, to a man of my strong attachments, and conser- 
vative tendencies. 

I am already at the end of my sheet ; and upon 
the whole, I do not regret having appropriated it, 
exclusively, to the consideration of a subject, thus 
connected with the only really important incident of 
my life, during the past week. God bless you." 

The next extract sufficiently explains itself. • 
'' I have just returned, dear Benjamin, from the 
polls, and from the discharge of my duty as a free- 
man. Thank Heaven, the job is over, and my fifteen 
ballots are safely deposited in their respective recep- 
tacles. I think it was fifteen. To say truth, and 
between ourselves, I had not a very distinct notion 
at the time, nor have I now, either of the nature of 
the offices for which I voted, or of the names of the 
candidates for whom I indicated my preferences. — 
Nor am I altogether sure that I actually carried out 
the intention with which I went, i.e. of voting a clean 
Whig ticket throughout. There were certainly 
scoundrels enough around, to mislead the ignorant, 
and bewilder the nervous voter. While confessing, 
I may as well add, that 1 did not perform my lofty 
function, with any thing like that intelligent convic- 
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tion, that self-respect, that tranquil dignity, which 
every true American ought to take with him to the 
polls. On the contrary, I was decidedly fidgety, and 
anxious to get out of the scrape as soon as possible. 
I was truly thankful, moreover, to find myself extri- 
cated from the crowd, at last, with entire garments, i 
with as many teeth as I took into it, and an undi- 
minished pocket-book. I do not believe that I should 

have encountered it at all, but for 's original, 

eloquent, and persuasive discourse, of an hour's 
length, at the breakfast table this morning, on the 
importance of a single vote. That great eflfort, T 
confess, alarmed my conscience. Well, I have done 
my duty, and shall, no doubt, relish my dinner all 
the better for it. 

Lineal descendant that I am, from one of the sign- 
ers of the Declaration, I yet can't help asking my- 
self at times. Is man by nature and inclination, a 
voting, self-governing creature? Is not the whole 
Democratic system altogether forced and artificial ; 
premature for earth, however practicable among the 
seraphim? Is one vote in one hundred thousand 
anything like an approach to one's beau-ideal there- 
of, i. e. a calm, honest, intelligent expression of con- 
viction? Did I, or any of my acquaintances, ever 
throw such a vote ; but, on the contrary, have they 
not been uniformly tainted, more or less, with igno- 
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ranee, corruption, or a most culpable apathy ? Do 
not acrimony and intrigue enter abundantly, even 
into the elections of religious, scientific, and literary 
bodies, and must they not a fortiori predominate at 
the polls ? Is there any thing in our ideas of heaven, 
or of hell, in the phenomena of nature, or the instincts 
of the heart, to justify the notion of universal suf- 
frage? 

One thing, dear Benjamin, is very evident to my 
mind ; that candid answers to the above queries, du- 
ly authenticated and circulated, would be sure to de- 
prive the candidate who gave them, of the very first 
ghost of a chance for any office, however humble, in 
the gift of the people. So keep mum, my dear boy, 
and don't expose your loving father." 

The statements in the following extracts are, in all 
probability, a trifle embellished by the fancy of the 
writer : 

" I am still showing our Italian friend , the 

lions of the metropolis. We spent an hour, last even- 
ing, with the * Christy's Minstrels.' My companion, 
whose English, you know, is yet very scanty, was 
upon the whole pleased, if not edified. Many beau- 
ties of the performance were of course thrown away 
upon him ; the narratives and conundrums of Broth- 
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er Bones, and ihe very quaint remarks of the tam- 
borinist more especially so. The extraordinary per- 
sonal activity of this latter performer, however, im- 
pressed him deeply ; he intimated to me, that in all 
his Neapolitan experience, he had never seen 
that instrument handled with such vigor and 
effect. The Banjo Solo, which brought down such 
roars of laughter from all the rest of us, he listened 
to in bewildered silence. The capital lind imita- 
tions, and the Tyrolean burlesque, he relished, and 
applauded heartily. He evidently did not think 
much of the tenor of the establishment. The con- 
version o( rib bones of beef into musical instru- 
ments, was clearly a new idea to him. He had nev- 
er seen them, he said, in. any of the orchestras of 
Italy ; and while he could not help admiring the 
wonderful rapidity and skill of the artist, he thought 
he was wasting his talent on poor materials^ I coi|- 
fess I agree with him. He was prodigiously tickled 
with the dancing, set off as it was by the costume. 
I watched him narrowly when the Shakers entered. 
He was greatly struck, but still more mystified. Be 
looked as much as to say, 'Who are theiae strange 
beings ? Where do they hail from ? What are they 
saying ? What is the purport of these most extra- 
ordinary and eccentric movements ? Something sa- 
tirical, no doubt; but of what nature? Political or 
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religious^ literary or scientific?^ I finncied that I 
could read all these questions in his bewildered 
countenance ; and when I explained to him that the 
performance before us was merely a slightly colored 
version of the habiliments and devotional exercises 
of a religious sect in the interior of the State, he ex* 
pressed his surprise by a most emphatic invocation 
to the Madonna, 

We spent the rest of the evening in listening to 
the second part of the programme of the concert of 
that great Laplander, and Wizard of the Bow, Hans 
Schwindel. Its two prominent features were first, a 
Capriccio for the Violin, called Trial and Triumph^ 
with a long description annexed, in the bills. It rep- 
resents the struggles, vexations, backings and fill- 
ings, objurgations, and final glorious success of a lone 
student, while grappling with the difficulties of the 
famous 39th proposition of Euclid. It was, indeed, 
a chef d'oeuvre. Its execution was as creditable to 
the composer's executive abilities, as its novel and 
bold theme was well suited to his rare powers of in- 
vention. The other was a grand Concerto, in three 
parts, also of his own composition, and with an 
equally minute description in the programme. It is 
entitled The Moral Lesson^ and undertakes to give 
us the whole history of the extraction of the first 
tooth of a small boy. It was wonderfully given. 
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The attentive listener could readily recognize and 
trace the preliminary squaUings of the youthful suf- 
ferer, the mingled promises and threats of the mo- 
ther, the persuasive, wheedling accents of the opera- 
tor, the rapid, discordant noises supposed to proceed 
from a couple of cats fighting in an adjoining yard, 
the crescendo cries of the child as the &tal moment 
approached, the resort to physical force, the maternal 
intervention, the fearful struggle, the prying open 
of the jaws, the sharp click of the instrument, and 
the final grand result. It was a rich treat. The 
audience seemed to be spell-bound. Never have I 
heard fiddle-bow discourse such eloquent music. 
There are those, I know, who think this class of sub- 
jects unsuited to the violin, or to any musical instru- 
ment. They would say, that this very theme would 
have made a far more powerful appeal to our sensi- 
bilities, had it been portrayed by the magical pencil 
of a Gruickshank, than it possibly could, even when 
interpreted by the bow of a Schwindel. I can't 
agree with them. I believe true music to be not 
merely suggestive, but eminently descriptive, in its 
character. My companion took the same view of the 
matter. Indeed, I was quite surprised that he 
should have relished the performance so highly as 
he did, accustomed as he has always been to the 
passionate, sensuous stylo of the Italian composers. 
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He remarked, however, that he diflFered therein from 
the great majority of his countrymen ; having had, 
from his earliest recollections, a decided hankering 
after the didactic, moral, metaphysical music of the 
Scandinavian school.'' 

The following passage occurs in a letter to his 
friend Nubbins : 

*• I heard preach yesterday. He gave us 

one of his quaintest, daintiest sermons. Water was 
his theme ; water, in its manifold physical, moral, 
and spiritual ministrations unto man. The discourse 
was, indeed, as limpid, sparkling, beautiful as its sub- 
ject ; filled with choice expressions, delicate fancies, 
and musical combinations, to which his melodious 
though perhaps somewhat monotonous style of de- 
livery, did full justice. How vividly did he bring 
the element before us, in all its various manifesta- 
tions ! Now it bubbled up in some lone well in the 
wilderness, and now it was borne along in costly 
aqueducts to the heart of mighty cities ; one moment 
it was singing at fountains, then prattling in brooks ; 
now we heard it roaring in the cataract, and now 
chanting its eternal anthem on the sea-shore. We 
saw it glittering on the rose-bud in the garden, mir- 
roring the fair landscape in the placid lake ; now 
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^o^en into numberless diainonds, in some lone wa- 
ler&Uj deep hidden in the woods; now tossed and 
dashed about in the wrathful, desolate ocean. And 
$0 he followed it, in his usual graphic and fanciM 
style, through all its infinite phases and uses ; coa- 
cluding with a peroration as grand, harmonious, and 
solemn (I had almost said) as Niagara itself. 

Well, it certainly was a rare treat ; a delicious 
strain of music ; and we were all right sorry to get to 
the end of it. Al>d yet, I couldn't help asking my- 
self, after it waia;^l:wer, is this the right kind of 
preaching for u^ p!o_Or sinners to sit under ? Is it 
calculated. to majce. us any wiser or better, to stir up 
our consciences, to arouse our indolence, to scare out 
of us our apathy and sensuality ? j& it the sincere 
milk of the word ? Say rather, some dainty cor- 
dial; -rich and fragrant, I grant yoti; full of 
strength and perfume ; served up, too, in most come- 
ly jars, with prettily devised seals, and inviting la- 
bels. But is it the right sort of article for the pul- 
pit 7 Is that the place to amuse critics in, and min- 
ister unto literary epicures, or to alarm and win over 
guilty souls ? It would never have done for John 
the Baptist to have preached in this style. Where 
would the seven churches have been, had Paul adopt- 
ed it, or the earnest and impulsive Peter? What 
hath it in common with the hard toils, hard &re, 
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haird benches, with the trials, and perils, and sonl- 
searehing experiences of the primitive Christians ? 
Such delicate strains as these are far more in keep- 
ing with some gay chapel, rich in costly columns and 
beautiful entablatures, its walls lined with arabesques, 
its ceilings thronged with the angels of Raphael or 
Guide; where incense, and music, and tesselated 
pavements, and rich columns, take captive the sen- 
ses. Such elaborately dressed thoughts, such stu- 
diously felicitous expressions might have fallen from 
Cicero, as he discoursed to his pupils, in the stately 
gardens of his Tusculan villa ; or Plato might have 
given them breath, while musing in the visionary 
bowers of his Atlantis ; but you will not find them 
in the earnest, fervent, blessed Sermon on the 
Mount^ or in the heart-stirring Epistles to the Corin- 
thians. 

This you may think an ungracious criticism, and 
an ungrateful ^ return for the pleasure I confess to 
have received. Perhaps it is ; but what would you 
have said to the comments of W. on this same dis- 
course ? He did express himself "most unreasonably. 
He wished to Heaven he could be allowed an occa- 
sional taste of the plain fare of the Gospel ; he was 
quite tired of these dainty tit-bits ; sick of swallow- 
ing this spiritual c6nfectionery. Plain talk, and 
plain imagery, such as the Apostles listened to, were 
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good enough for him. He didn't believe in such 
painfully splendid and elaborate specimens of Mosaic. 
There was a want of heart about them. He wouldn't 
exchange the simplest parable of Christ, for all the 
finery bf this kind, that had been embroidered, since 
the first ordination. He even went so fiir as to say, 
that though this was professedly a discourse on 
water, he saw precious little of the water of life fiow- 
ing through it. He made other remarks, as he 
warmed up, even more extravagant and outrageous ; 
but I s hall not repeat them, for, though I do not be- 
lieve he meant to be profane, he certainly did ex- 
press himself in a style altogether more picturesque 
than proper.'' 

In a letter to Waggles, the following passage 
occurs: 

" I write you, ever dear Waggleq, in a frightful 
frame of mind. Nothing seems to have gone right 
with me, for some days past. It has been one con- 
stant series of paltry annoyances and provocations, 
all the time. I know you will forgive me, while I 
recapitulate a few of them. In the first place, then, 
on Sunday last, my nose insisted on bleeding in 
church, in the most furious and unseasonable manner, 
while I was helping take up a collection for the color- 
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ed orphans of our ward. I of course had to surren- 
der the plate instantly, and leave the building, to my 
own great vexation, and amidst the ill-suppressed 
tittering of no smaJl portion of the congregsition,— 
And to crown all, Waggles. I have since actually 
been accused by some of the more distant pewholders 
of having acted in bad faith on the occasion, i.e. of 
having shammed the aforesaid bleeding, in order to 
dodge my portion of the collection. It only shows 
what a sneer in gj wicked world we live in ! 

In the second place, I was compelled to dance at- 
tendance at courtj pretty much all Monday and Tues- 
day, as a witnesa in some two-penny law-auit, wherein 
the character of a quondam confidential servant of 
mine was somewhat involved. I was fool enough to 
be interested in the fellow, or I would have never 
submitted to such a nuisance. And after all, what 
did my testimony amount to ? for though a very ro- 
spec table specimen of humanityj when I knew him, I 
have been painfully convinced, by this very trial, that 
there has been a frightful revolution in his moral 
nature since. 

My third annoyance was still more provoking,— 
On Wednesday last, while in the midst of a voyage 
to Brooklyn, my hat blew off, and was irretrievably 
lost, with all its contents. Of course, I had to go 
home in a hack, with my noddle bound up in a nap- 
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kin. The by-standers behaved as usual upon these 
occasions. There were Jesuitical expressions of sym- 
pathy from a few, but the great majority of them, 
especially the boys, could not conceal their delight. 
It was, I hardly need &dd, a new hat. I have more- 
over, got a horrible cold in the head, in consequence. 

The same old story, oa Thursday. I lost the bet- 
ter part of the day, waiting on the wharf for a non- 
appearing steamboat After a pleasant delay of six 
hours, the vessel finally hove in sight ; but the ven- 
erable female relative expected in her, was not to be 
foimd, after a most thorough search by myself, and a 
couple of truly disinterested hackmen. On going 
home, 1 found that my kinswoman had arrived by 
railroad, having left her luggage somewhere on the 
road. Her greeting was not cordial, and she evi- 
dently did not believe my statements about the boat. 
Mrs. W. was also incredulous, and moreover, out of 
humor. We had a wretched, tumultuous evening 
of it. 

The same miserable experiences, yesterday. Add- 
ed to which, certain promissory notes were unfeeling 
enough to fall due on that day, the ungentlemanly 
holders of which would not listen to reason. Yes, 
Waggles, the mercenary varlets insisted on bursting 
into my studio for an explanation. Not satisfied 
with interrupting my theological researches, they 
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gave way to angry passions, and sprinkled me very 
freely with the usual threats and epithets. In stat- 
ing these facts, I feel sure, my dear friendj of your 
sympathies, Tou yourself know what it ia to be 
pestered in this way. Tou know full well the hor- 
rors of embarrassment ; know how few charms life 
haSj how few beauties Nature has, for the wretch 
who is thus tormcntedj thus visited by the ever-pre- 
sent and overwhelming sense of pecuniary liabilitiea I 
This brings my sad narrative up to this morning. 
I began it J by giving myself a terrible gaah with my 
razor, I then spent a pleasant half hour, and nearly 
ruptured a blood-vessel, in attempting to shut the 
drawer of a newly- varnished bureau. At breakfast, 
I disgraced myselfj by sitting down upon, and nearly 
annihilating a pet lap-dog of the lady visitor, before 
referred to. Oh, what a shower of compliments I re- 
ceived ; right before the servants, too. Shortly after 
thisj my evil genius prompted me to spill the contents 
of a bottle of indehble ink upon Mrs. Ws, dress.- — 
This led to a strain of oratory, of the most impas- 
sioned kind. What I shall do next^ Heaven only 
knows. To crown my feUcity, my stomach shows 
symptoms of a rebellious spirit, I fear that there is 
a regular course of dyspepsia before it. Blessed dis- 
order, that never fails to bring out all the latent vir- 
tues aad amiable weaknesBeB of the suferer I 
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It has been some little comfort to me, my dear W., 
to make this brief and unvarnished statement. Do, 
for Heaven's sake, come and dine with me to-day, 
and console me, if you can, in this unhappy state of 
things." 

Another letter to the same friend, written shortly 
after, breathes pretty much the same spirit. In it, 
he says : 

" Just such another tempestuous, terrible week of 
it ! I'm completely oflF the track, in every way. — 
What a temper I have been in, too ! That blessed 
luminary, the sun, has gone down on my wrath, every 
night of the last seven. What can my guardian 
angel be about ? He must have been oflF duty, for a 
great while. And yet, if on duty, how terribly dis- 
gusted he must have been at my course ! Oh dear ! 
I sometimes wish, Waggles, that I was fairly out of 
the scrape ; snugly under cover, with the buttercups 
waving over me. I have thought seriously of late, 
and more than once, of quietly taking passage in a 
Western steamboat ; bound, nominally, of course, for 
New Orleans, but with every reasonable expectation 
of going a much longer journey. What with fires, 
collisions, veto- protected snags, and liberty-loving 
boilers, I know no more certain mode of encountering 
destruction, without positively incurring the odium 
of suicide. I am not joking, my friend. I am terri- 
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bly in earnest. If my health and spirits don't mend 
soon, I shall secure a berth, without fail. Mean- 
"while, come and comfort your unhappy friend. 

P. S. It is evening. A lovely one. Venus is 
shining sweetly* Whata bleSBcdetar, andornament 
to the system, she is 1 And yet> who can tell, in 
this deceptive Universe of oursj who can tell, what 
abominable things may be going on in her, this very 
moment ? What frightful crimes, what sad disasters 
may she not be witnessing ? She, doubtless, has her 
full share of troubles. Who knows but her whole 
Western hemisphere may be intervening, this very 
minute, most unjustifiably and outrageously, in the 
affairs of the Eastern, and the whole planet be in hot 
water, in consequence ? Perhaps there may be a 
frightful surplus of cold water there, in the shape 
of a deluge. No doubt, we look quite as lovely, in 
the eyes of her inhabitantB. No doubt there are 
plenty of querulous, discontented fools, there, (like 
myself,) who would like to change places with us. 
Well, well. Sufficient unto the orb is the evil thereof 
These arc unprofitable and heathenish thoughtSj you 
will say. I own it. You must lay them to the djs- 
pepsiaj and forgive the nervous, wretched sinner, 
who scribbles them. Adieu. 

P* S* No* 2* I rise from my sit^-bath, to inform 
you that — has consented to cash those three 
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notes of wluoh we were speakiiig yesterday, proTid^ 
I can secore your indorsement. I simply mentioB. 
the fact, my dear Mend, without daring to say morew 
You will, of course, cb what your own generous, no- 
ble nature may dictate in the matter. Heaven bless 
you." 

In a recent letter to his Mend Wiggins, I find the; 
following curious statement: 

" I met your hoprfiil son in the street, this morn* 
ing. Bemarking that he wore an unusually thou j^t^ 
ful look, I ventured to inquire into the occasion therjfc- 
of. ' WeH' said he, ' I'll tell you. I have just been 
serving a; copy of a declaration upon an unprincipled 
scoundrel, in the neighborhood here. I did not find 
him at his lodgings, however, but at a Gymnasium, 
bard by. When I entered, I found my man mount- 
ed on a pair of colossal stilts, at least fifteen fe^ 
above the surface, and stumping about the estabU^b- 
menty in the most free and easy style. I sat dowti 
quietly, supposing that he would soon descend to the 
ordinary level. Not he* Whether or no, he had 
misgivings as to the nature of i^ny mission, I cannot 
say. I soon got out of patience, however, and holdr; 
ing up ^e document in question, very bri^y ex- 
plained the object of my visit. His reply was. of tb^ 
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most offensive and insulting character. I rejoined 
instantly with a benediction, and throwing the paper 
at the feet of the stilts aforesaid, withdrew. Since 
leaving the building, my mind has been a good deal 
ttliiioyed by the doubt, whether, under the circum- 
stances, the service of said paper on said scoundrel, 
was a good and suflScient one, in the eye of the law. 
Had he been amusing himself in this way, at his own 
residence, there could be no question about it. As 
it is, I confess, I am bewildered. Can you shed any 
light upon the subject ? Have you ever heard of 
any such case in the books V I replied, that I had 
not; that his inquiry reminded tne, however, of a re- 
cent Vermont decision, wherein the service of a simi- 
lar document upon a patient in a Hydropathic estab- 
lishment, was not recognized by the Court as suffi- 
cient ; the patient having been, at the time, duly 
packed and locked in a wet sheet, while the tip of 
his nose was the only part of him visible. The ques- 
tion in that case, however, turned upon the identity 
of the victim, and not, as in this, upon the geographi- 
cal bearings of the parties. 'Well,' said he, 'I think 
I must try him again, on terra firma, and not take 
the risk of a non-suit. By the way, while I think of 
it, I should like to have your views on another point. 
Do you think a deputy, while executing a fi.fa., has 
any right to lay his hands on a set of false teeth, 
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that have inadvertently been left lying on his table, 
by the insolvent wearer thereof? The statute, you 
are aware, is silent upon the point. How ought a 
Court to decide in such a case T 

Before I could make up my mouth for a reply, 
your son disappeared. A bright boy, that, Wig^ns. 
He'll make a noise in the community, yet." 

In another letter to Wiggins, he thus laments the 
absence of his old friends, the swine, from their cus- 
tomary haunts in the great metropolis : 

" To be honest, I do miss these old street- walkers, 
hugely, at times. I feel that their departure has 
deprived me of a fund of cheap amusement and in- 
struction. There was one old sow in particular, a 
resident, ordinarily^ of the 18th Ward, in whose 
career I took a great interest. A glorious old speci- 
men she was ; the mother of a hundred pigs, the 
heroine of a hundred fights. I never looked at her, 
without thinking of Palo Alto and Monterey. Ear- 
less, tail-less, mutilated as she was, she yet seemed 
to have a uniform flow of spirits, and an invincible 
appetite. With a sovereign contempt for small dogs, 
she was more than a match for any three large ones, 
and would eat and fight at the same time, with un- 
exampled tenacity. When once fairly absorbed in 
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her pea-pods, ste would not condescend to stir, for 
dray or omnibus ; and if knocked down and run over, 

she would quietly pick herself up againj and resume 
lier meal J with unabated relish. Glorious creature, 
how often have I wished for her daguerreotype ! — 
How often have I regretted this prosaic nature of 
mine, that would not perpait me to embalm her in a 
Bonnetj for future ages \ She had a finej intelligent 
face. How could it he otherwisej living in tbe 19th 
centuryj and Laving the freedom of such an enter- 
prizing and well-governed city ? Poor thingj she 
lived to see the first instalment of the Perrine Pave- 
ment put down, and was then taken possession of by 
the agents of the Corporation, 

By the way, Wiggins j do you remember, (but of 
course you do), that drove of hogs that rushed into 
Stewart's marble palace, with such impetuosityj 
about the hour of noon, some few summers since ? 
What a spectacle I What a rapid disappearance of 
clerks^ and frightful screaming and scampering of fe- 
males there was ! 'Twas indeed a scene for an his- 
torical painter to study, and for a philosopher to me- 
ditate upon. How fortunate, too, that the Chambers 
street entrances were unobstructed, Elsej heaven 
only knows how the invasion would have ended 1 

While on the subject of quadrupeds^ allow me to 
ask you, my dear friend, have you been to see the 
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animals at the Astor? If not, go, go, go, before an- 
other sun rises: They are pre-eminently great. 
There has been no such corps on those boards. I 
saw them last evening, in the two last acts of the 
School for Scandal. I was charmed. I have nevier 
seen the screen scene given with half the effect, be- 
fore. Charles Kemble's Charles Surface is not to 
be named in the same century with the version of the 
monkey of last night. The goat who did Sir Peter, 
too, was prodigiously clever, as was the bitch, the 
Lady Teazle of the evening. Her toilette would 
have done honor to a Truffi, or a Thillon. There 
was but one drawback. The puppy who personated 
Joseph, was evidently under the influence of artifi- 
cial stimulus. It quite ruined his performance. 
From his appearance, I should doubt whether he had 
been sober since New Year's. The management 
ought to dismiss him instantly, even if they have to 
get a human being in the part. Again I say, my 
dear follow, don't fail to go. It is your solemn duty, 
indeed, to do so, as a consistent friend to progress, 
and champion of the great educational movement of 
the day." 

The above eulogized sow is again feelingly alluded 
to, in the following extract from an epistle to myself: 
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" Your dear old friend, and quondam protege of 
the corporation, has fallen at last into the hands of 
the Philistines. I confess, for myself, I most sin- 
cerely deplore her incarceration. It was not a 
handsome thing. There was a want of courtesy, if 
not of good faith, in thus depriving her of her liberty, 
without the slightest ceremony or previous notice. 
I regret the whole transaction. Had I had a seat 
in either Board, I should have insisted on her ex- 
emption from the operation of the ordinance. I 
have known that sow, now, for years. I remember 
distinctly, when she first commenced her useful and 
ornamental career, in our ward. She was then in all 
the bloom and beauty of early porkhood. She had 
just contracted an alliance with the learned pig, and 
the marriage was to have been consummated on his 
return from his instructive and profitable tour 
through the States. Gruel fate willed it otherwise. 
He fell, by treachery, in a city of the West, and she 
was thereby flung out of an eligible match, and a 
trip to the old world, with the hog of her choice. I 
have not taken a walk, from that day to this, with- 
out seeing her. I have seen her under all circum- 
stances, and in all attitudes ; in shine, in shower ; 
under clouds of dust, and in furious snow-storms ; 
now bravely keeping ofi" insolent and aggressive 
dogs, now lustily contending with those of her own 
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sex, for the first taste of the contributions of newly 
emptied swill pails ; at one time knocked down by 
fast horses or fire engines, at another tripping up, 
in her turn, some aged or infirm resident. I have 
seen her entangled in military processions, and more 
than once obstructing the progress of a funeral. 
Never shall I forget her once laying by the heels a 
somewhat corpulent bearer of a banner, in the great 
political demonstration of 1844. Its motto was the 
famous words. One Country^ one Constitution, one 
Destiny, I think I hear now, the hearty cheers 
with which he was greeted, as he slowly picked him- 
self up again. With all these varied experiences, 
she preserved the same unvarying serenity; the 
same jolly figure, and pleasant face, to the last. The 
same catholic tastes, too. She seemed to relish a 
mess of squeezed lemons quite as much as the choic- 
est potato-parings. How she enjoyed New Year s 
day ! She kept very shy and quiet, though, on the 
4th of July. . 

Do you wonder, my dear boy, that I miss her ? 
That I feel as if some old acquaintance was taken 
away, some dear old tree cut down? Many, I know, 
will call me a fool and a coxcomb for going on thus 
about a filthy swine ; but wkh one of your affec- 
tionate nature, and enlarged sympathies, I feel my- 
self safe in giving way thus to my feelings. 
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Sentiment apart, Benjamin, and looking at the 
matter for one half second, as artists, is a metropo- 
lis complete Tvithout its hogs 1 I think not. Indeed, 
I have more than once regretted their absence from 
the thoroughfares of the otherwise superb citiea of 
the old world. I have had a painful sense of some- 
tbing wanting, some deficiency in the picturCj even 
while wandering in Regent street; cych in the 
choicest portions of the fascinating Boulevards. 

Wig gins J who has just entered^ talces^ of course^ 
precisely opposite grounii He evidently bates the 
animalj both in the mass, and in detail. Whilo not 
objecting to tbeir going in droveaj in the primeval 
forest J or open prairie, he is for condemning them to 
a most rigid and monastic seclusion ^ in all civilized 
communities. He wound up his savage remarks by 
sayiog, that though a drove of hogs might look ap- 
propriate enough in the Roman Forum, as we now 
behold itj he did not believe the City Regulations 
would have tolerated them within bow-shot of its 
stately porticos, in the days of Augustus." 

The epistle that follows, is by way of acknow- 
ledgment of the receipt of a bouquet, from a favorite 
niece : 

" How can I sufficiently thank you, my dear young 
Hnswomanj for your charming present? It ia in- 
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deed most lovely and fragrant ; a great deal too 
good for an old fellow like me. George Washing* 
ton, now, or Zachary Taylor, might have put in a fair 
claim to such a treat ; such a delicious accompani- 
ment to their laurels : but what right has such an 
obscure, insignificant sinner as myself, to these in- 
dulgences ? Bless you, my dear girl, for your kind 
remembrance. 

To tell the honest truth, I was as cross as a bear, 
before your sweet representatives hove in sight ; but 
now, as I gaze and smell, and smell and gaze upon them, 
and then think of the fair garden from which they 
were culled, and of the fair hands that gathered 
them, and of the errand of love on which they have 
come, I feel that I am rapidly recovering my serenity 
and amiability. Ah, if our bad passions were always 
rebuked in this pretty, pointed way, how much fewer 
of them there would be in the world ! 

As usual, dear Susan, all sorts of whimsical fan- 
cies have come into your queer old uncle's head, while 
holding your gift, admiringly, before him. And first, 
I supposed it to be suddenly dropped in the midst of 
a family party of hyperborean and seal- devouring 
Laplanders. They did not appreciate it, nor were 
grateful for it. A single, short, stupid grunt, follow- 
ed by a prompt return to their victuals, was their 
only recognition of its beauty and fragrance. I then 
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transferred it, (not irreverently, but in a spirit of 
kindness,) for one brief moment, to the nose of poor 
Dives, Buffering torments ; but, alas, my motivea 
were misinterpreted, and he bade me, with a fierce 
oath, begone. And then, methonght, I offered your 
sweet flow era to a passing angel, who ahke gracious- 
ly and gracefully alighted to receive them* He pre- 
sently returned them, however, saying with a smile, 
* Pretty things ; but oh, if you were to sec those that 
grow in the blessed land /live in V — ^And off he flew. 
I then beheld them in the cell of a poor condemned 
felon J and it seemed as if their overpowering loveli- 
ness went to his very heart. Tes, even he, hardened, 
desperate, prayer-proof, scripture-proof sinner that 
he -was, could not resist their touching appeal, and 
he shed bitter, scalding, remorseful tears over them, 
as he thought that one kind soul still remembered 
him, in hia last sad hours of ignominy and despair. 
And then, me thought, I went by night, and stealthily 
put them upon the table by the tent of poor old Eob- 
ineon Crusoe ; and I watched him, as I hij perduj 
when his eyes first lighted upon them^ in the morn- 
ing. Poor fellow, how be did behave, to be sure I 
How he sprang out of bed I He rushed up to them ; 
he paused ; he shuddered ; he shivered ; be fell upon 
his knees ; he prayed God to deliver him from the 
snares of the evil one j he rose ; he went to the table 
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again ; he stared in blanker amazement than before. 
At last, he summoned courage to touch, to smell 
them. Yes, 'twas no delusion ; 'twas no vile fiend 
that was mocking him. They were flowers, true, 
lovely, blessed flowers. He wept, he sang, he leaped, 
he capered, in his joy. And presently he became i 
pensive again ; he dropped once more upon his knees ; 
he poured out his soul in prayer and thanksgiving. 
But where was the gracious messenger who had 
brought them ? He rose and went forth from his 
tent. He soon returned with a more troubled and 
bewildered look than ever. He then sat down before 
his dear old bible ; and he turned and read about 
Elijah fed by ravens, and Hagar, led by the angel 
through the wilderness, and the divine guests whom 
Abraham entertained, under the tree, before his tent. 
And again he became lost in thought ; and he buried 
his face in his hands ; and so I left him. And then 

. ' What are you about, uncle ? (I think I hear 

you exclaim.) What wild, foolish fancies are these? 
Had I thought that a poor bunch of flowers would 
have led your wits such a mad dance as this, I'd 
have kept them to myself 

You're right. I am a fanciful old fool. But you 
must forgive me. Well, well. God bless you, my 
child. May your path through life be ever strewed 
with flowers as beautiful and fragrant as those you 
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sent me. And yet, dear niece, that hardly seems a 
rational wish, does it, in such a trying, unstable 
world as this ? 

Let me be more reasonable then, in my benedic- 
tions. May heaven, at least, send you a kind and 
loving husband ; a true, discreet, and faithful help- 
mate. God deliver you from a drunkard, or a liber- 
tine, or a gambler, or a tyrant ! Heaven shield you 
from a canting fanatic, a turbulent reformer, a pseudo- 
philanthropist, or a mere man of business. May 
your children be as loving and gentle as yourself. — 
May they all be blest with sound constitutions, sound 
sets of teeth, and a sound and wholesome early train- 
ing. I would not, my dear child, if I were you, alto- 
gether omit personal chastisement, in my course of 
discipline. No thoughtful person can look, for a mo- 
ment, upon the palm of the hand, and then upon cer- 
tain juvenile configurations, without feeling that they 
were intended to come together, at times. Not too 
often, of course, nor in anger ; but judicious collisions, 
depend upon it, are very serviceable, and profoundly 
impress the infantile mind. May your youngsters 
get oflf cheap, in their teething, sprue, measles, 
whooping-cough, and other annoyances and disorders 
of childhood. May the mosquitoes overlook them in 
their sanguinary excursions. In a word, may they 
all grow up to be true heroes and heroines, in their 
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day and generation, and may they descend at last 
to honored graves, as did their dear parents hefore 
them. 

Such, my sweet niece, and hlooming flower-gath- 
erer, are the earnest wishes of your always whimsi- 
cal, too often absurd, but ever loving uncle." 

In a letter to myself, the following characteristic 
passage occurs : 

" Yesterday, my dear boy, the thermometer stood 
at 70. To-day, at the same hour and place, it says 
95. Yesterday, Benjamin, life seemed to be worth 
having, and the ordinary functions of life were per- 
formed with comfort. You could walk. You could 
ride. You could sit still and read, to some purpose. 
A fair share of clothing could be worn without annoy- 
ance, and an honest man could sleep. To-day, exist- 
ence is a burden, locomotion a punishment. Study 
is altogether out of the question. Refreshing sleep 
is not to be had at any price. While I write these 
lines, I am as near the Paradisaical state, (I mean 
in point of nudity, not of innocence, or happiness,) 
as I dare be, and yet I am oppressed. 

Yesterday, the words faith, duty, progress, proba- 
tion, patriotism, etc., meant something. To-day, so 
far as / am concerned, they have a mere dictionary 
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existence. Yesterday, my boy, I was almost enthu- 
siastic for Hungary. To-day, all forms of govern- 
ment are alike. I remc?mber distinctly aiiying yes- 
terday, in an earnest argument with Scroggins, 
Principles, not men. To-day^ principleB, men, mea* 
sureS; ways, means, and ends, *^ltogethen do not 
Beem worth the malediction of a kettle-mender* 

And all this, in four and twenty little houra ! 
^Vhat a climate ! la it anyifonder that thermome- 
ters and constitutions wear oat as fast as they do in 
Young America, under such arrangements ? 

Quizzico looked in a moment since, €7i chemise. 
Without any preliminary salutation, he asked the 
following ridiculous question : ' Had the thermometer 
stood at 95 in the shade, in Chesnut-sfcreet, on the 
4th of July, 1T7C, would we not, in all probabilityj 
have been Colonists to-day ?^ Ho vanished instantly* 
Had he remained, I fear I should not have replied in 
that patriotic, that withering strain of indignation, 
that the inquiry deserved. 

But seriously, Ben, is it not mortifying to think, 
that in the course of one little day, all a man^a pride, 
and pith, and heart, and soul should ho melted out of 
him thuti 1 That the sage, statesman, hero, would- 
be-martyn of Tuesday, should dwindle away thus, 
into the whining, languid, good-for-nothing, infinitcsi- 
mally small potato of Wednesda^y ? A dozen quarto 
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volumes of sermons, a score of painfully elaborated 
poems on the vanity of human wishes, could not have 
impressed the above disheartening truth upon me, 
half so forcibly as have my sensations since sunrise. 

Ah, dear, I pity the man who has to plead the 
cause of Missions this day of our Lord ; or who has 
charge of any sort of a subscription paper ; or the 
individual whose goods and chattels are brought to 
the hammer. Raphael himself couldn't find bidders 
to-day, or oven the first folio edition of Shakspeare 
get up any thing like a gale of enthusiasm. 

Do you remember the cruelly cold winter of 18 — ? 
I was in Boston, at the time. So bitter was it, that 
it was positively thought injudicious to allude, by 
name, from the pulpit, to a certain place of torment. 
Ant/ change for the warmer was so desirable, that it 
was feared, many sinners would be quite willing to 
earn hell, if they could only be sure of getting there. 
I feel to-day, dear son, e converso, the force of the 
argument of these advisers. I have no sympathy, 
to-day, to throw away on Ross or Parry. Nay, I 
would cheerfully be the co-occupant of an iceberg, 
with polar bears, rather than have to face a week of 
such weather, as this, in this great centre of civili- 
zation. 

I was rash enough, a few moments since, to try to 
forget myself, in the luminous pages of * Stephen on 
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Pleading.' I opened on his description of the nature 
and properties of a Special Traverse. At no stage 
of the thermometer, perhaps, would this subject be 
considered especially fascinating. After the thir- 
teenth perusal of the opening paragraph, I still found 
that no idea had been conveyed to my mind, and I 
abandoned the experiment in disgust. I then tried 
to read a little in the Excursion, but I soon came to 
a most inglorious anchor, in the middle of a capacious 
parenthesis. I ought to have known better. If any 
poem in the language requires bracing breezes with- 
out, and wide awake faculties withinj to be read with 
profit, this 13 the one. I then fled for refuge to the 
Arabian Nights. I fondly supposed, that no con- 
ceivable elevation or depression of the mercury, no 
imaginable combination of annoyances , short of down- 
right agony of mind or body^ could render those divine 
stories unpalatable. I thought at the moment, of 
young Wiggins's remark about them, some years ago, 
for which I have always loved the lad, since. ' I 
never know,' said he, * that the mosquitoes are biting 
nie, when 1 am reading that book.' Few authors 
get a compliment like that^ Ben. He spoke for mil- 
lions, too, young and old^ who have gone before him, 
and for hundreds of millions^ yet unborn. Strange 
to say, however, the delicious volumes did not relish 
to-day. As a last desperate resort, I thought of a 
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few parental lines to you. Behold the result. Insig- 
nificant as you will think it, I assure you, it has been 
a perfect labor of Hercules to me, to write these three 
little pages. 

P. S. I hardly need add that our dearly beloved 
Gotham is smelling most abominably to-day. It ap- 
peals forcibly to the nose, in all weathers. Bless 
the City Fathers ! They have, ever since I can re- 
member, regularly extended a standing invitation to 
Plague and Cholera, to come and take up their abode 
among us. I was inquiring yesterday, by the way, 
of our Street Ii^pector, into the whereabouts of the 
nominal street sweepers of our Ward. He playfully 
replied, that they were very busy at present, con- 
structing a platform, prior to the nomination of a 
President. I then ventured to ask him if he did not 
think our present Police force quite inadequate to 
the wants of the city. His only answer was, (throw- 
ing out a colossal quid, as he made it,) Eljen 
KossuthJ^ 

The correspondence that follows, is certainly pe- 
culiar : 

"My dear Friend: — 

I was present again, last evening, at a Mesmeric 
demonstration, and was deeply impressed. Any 
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lingering doubts that I may have before entertained 
upon the subject, were effectually dispelled by the 
amaaing, the beautiful, the triumphant experiments 
of the evening. I bave since regretted that the 
meeting was a select and private one- All the town 
ought to have been present* All the paper a ought 
to have been filledj this morning, with these astound- 
ing, and, I verily believe, my friendj "vvorhl- revolu- 
tionizing developments. It would take a stout pam- 
phlet, to tell you alh 1 shall not undertake it, nor 
indeed h my mind in a sufficiently serene state yet^ 
for a long and consistent narrative. 

The great, the pre-eminent clairvoyantej on this oc- 
casion, was an antique colored cook, who baa long 

lived in the family of our mutual friend . In 

the normal statCj she seemed to he a worthy old soul 
enough ; no beauty, certainly ; but an artist of re- 
gpectability, no doubt, alike in the soup, pastry, and 
pudding departments. But when once fairly under 
the influence of the operators ^^ could all see that a 
mighty, a magnificent change had come over her; 
cook no longer, but an inspired, glorified creature 
was before us; Corinuaj Sappho, Mrs. Somervtllej 
MaUbran, all seemed to be present to us, blended in 
one transcendant whole 1 What a sweet strain of 
spiritual talk she did pour forthj to be sure 1 Such 
recitations, tooj such improvisations^ and oh) 8uch 
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revelations ! She gave us the scene between Bru- 
tus and Cassius, most deliciously. She screeched 
out the terrific curse in Lear most sublimely. At 
my own particular suggestion, she recited that little 
speech of Ophelia, where she returns Hamlet his 
presents. Of course, she did'nt quite look the char- 
acter, even in the mesmeric state ; but she gave the 
lines with a sweetness and tenderness that left no- 
thing to be desired. She added, moreover, some 
lines of her own, which the poet might have been 
proud to have adopted. 

But far more than this. She recalled vividly, to 
each and every member of the meeting who chose to 
be put in communication with her, all the great epochs 
and leading incidents in his or her past life, as the 
case might be ; refreshing the memory of the party 
with the most copious information, whenever desired. 
She made some most astounding disclosures to me^ 
Yes, circumstances in my infantile career, which I 
had utterly forgotten ; some even going back to the 
period before weaning. Among other things, by the 
way, my dear fellow, she told me who it was that 
walked oflF so unceremoniously with those two first 
volumes of Pericles and Aspasia, that you were 
once most unjustly accused, (not by me, however,) 
of appropriating. It seems it was the very person 
whom I had suspected from the first ; I regret to 
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add, a female, and one of the most rapacious and lo- 
quacious of the blue stockings of New England. I 
shall not fail to expose her, on her next visit to the 
metropolis. 

But I must not go into further particulars, at pres- 
ent. We will talk the matter over, my dear friend, 
at our leisure. SuflSce it to say, that every sceptic 
present was completely disarmed. I am confident 
that, had you yourself been of the party, any latent 
misgivings that you might have had, as to the bless- 
ed reality of these things, must have yielded and 
given way under such an accumulation of evidence. 

Believe me, my dear Whimsiculo, your sincere 
friend and ardent admirer, 

Nubbins." 

My kinsman replies thus : 

" I was delighted, dear N., to get your pleasant 
letter. It found me already a believer in the glori- 
ous mysteries of which it speaks. To say truth, my 
friend, I should have been much more impressed by 
its statements, had I not been an eye-witness, a few 
evenings since, to developments far more startling. 
You shall hear. First, I must premise, however, 
that neither Waggles nor Wiggins, both of whom 
were present on the occasion, could be brought over 
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to the true faith ; nay, they have both, most discour- 
teously, laughed in my face, whenever I have alluded 
to the subject, since. Let them laugh. You, my 
dear friend and brother-searcher after truth, I am 
sure, will lend me an attentive ear. The gathering 
at which these faith-compelling phenomena were 
manifested, was, like the one you speak of, select 
and private. The great performer, poet, and pro- 
phet of the evening was a young and crude Hiberni- 
an waiter ; a very recent importation from Erin, and 
in his ordinary state, just about as free from any- 
thing like brilliancy, native or acquired, as any oth- 
er illegal voter in the land. But oh, my friend, yo.u 
should have seen him, after a score or two of those 
wonder-working manipulations of the operator. Dio 
miOf what a metamorphosis ! His before squat and 
clumsy figure positively dilated into the sublime. 
His eyes, three-quarters closed as they were, were 
yet full of glorious meanings. His countenance 
beamed with spiritual light. He presently opened 
his mouth, and recited a half book of Homer grand- 
ly. He then gave us the masterpiece of Demosthe- 
nes. By request, he improvised, like another Pin- 
dar, on the theme of Washington. He then turned 
a chapter of Edwards on the Will, into heroic blank 
verse. He expounded La Place. He illuminated 
the darkest pages of Kant. He threw a new and 
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beautiful meaning into the political letters of Martin 
Van Buren. In a word, what did he not, to over- 
whelm the incredulous, and to entrance the intellec- 
tual witness of his wonders ! 

I of course insisted upon being put in communica- 
tion with him ; and the prophetic intimations which 
he gave forth, while we were thus communing to- 
gether, I confess, impressed me far more profoundly, 
and convincingly, than all his other performances 
combined. I had only to suggest a theme, or an era, 
past, present, or future, and he instantly expounded 
it, or revealed and commented upon it, with a strength 
of expression, and splendor of diction, that the author 
of Anastasius himself, never equalled. I will men- 
tion a few instances, wherein, at my request, he lifted 
the veil of the future. 

^Come with me now, my inspired friend,' said I 
'into the twentieth century of our era.' 

* Here we are,' said he, with a very rich brogue. 

* Well, how goes it ? How does the world wag, 
and especially the Western world ? What are they 
all about ? Propound. Reveal.^ 

' Ah,' said he, with a bright twinkle of the eye, 
sleeping though he was, ' here we are, to be sure ; in 
the midst of the ever-blessed age of progress, and era 
of India Rubber. Elgen Caoutchouc ! America is 
over-run with mighty movements. I see all sorts of 
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glorious sights. Whole armies of school-masters and 
school-mistresses are abroad. I see phalansteries 
going up in every township. I see league-long din- 
ner-tables filled with delighted Socialists. I see a 
complete and triumphant recognition, alike of the 
claims of Woman, and of the capabilities of Caout- 
chouc. I see lovely beings piloting steamers, running 
locomotives, cutting the throats of sheep in shambles, 
mounting stumps, preaching sermons, pleading causes, 
sawing off legs, shaving notes, and sharpening razors. 
I see crowds of female canvassers, at Tammany and 
other Wigwams. I see innumerable She-synods, She- 
conventions, and She-mass-meetings. But above all, 
do I rejoice to behold the universal diffusion, in both 
hemispheres, of the great gum of earth. "Rubber, 
rubber, every where." I see it in coronation robes 
and canonicals, in baptismal vestments and bridal 
garments. I see it on field-marshals and on news- 
boys ; protecting alike the shoulders of empresses, 
and the contents of express wagons. I see it in the 
Bloomers of literary amazons, as they go about, col- 
lecting subscriptions, and circulating serials. I see 
it in convention-platforms, in compromises, in creeds, 
in consciences — ' 

And so he went on declaiming, for some time, with 
a beautiful earnestness and rapidity, when I suggest- 
ed to him, that we should go ahead a little farther, 
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and take a peep at men and things in a. d. 2200. — 
Instantly his eyes became brighter, and his brogue 
richer, than ever. * Ah,' said he, ' this is the blessed 
consummation of the era of light and advancement. 
What a spectacle ! I behold all manner of precious 
evidences of a mighty development. I see clusters 
of bright, lovely babes, constructing miniature pha- 
lansteries in the well-ventilated and sumptuous nur- 
series of social edifices. I see sweet little girls, in 
gutta percha garments, sitting with their diamond 
editions of Locke on the Understanding, in their 
right hands, and long sticks of medicated candy in 
their left j sucking and studying, studying and suck- 
ing, with a delightful intensity. I see small boys, 
too, bending over their Pocket-Bowditches and Prin^ 
cipia, with eyes that never wander, wits that never 
tire. I see little or nothing going on, in the way of 
hoop, top, kite, or marbles ; no doll-smashing ; no 
sweetmeat-stealing; but an universal gravity and 
decorum seem to prevail, alike in Upper- Tendom and 
in Under-Hundred-dom, and from the babe of yes- 
terday, up to the veteran of fourscore. I see no 
traces of ballet, opera, or drama. The leaves of the 
new editions of Shakspeare are evidently uncut. — 
Milton is only read by his own angels, and by the 
benighted residents of other planets. The ever ad- 
vancing children of men have no time to throw away 
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upon him. The very moTmtains of earth, seem to 
have lost their roughness and ruggedness. The 
hrooks no longer brawl. As for the rivers, I can 
hardly see them for the mills. Ah, there is Niagara, 
dry as a bone ; every drop of its waters doing duty, 
in mill-races ; no longer ministering unto a morbid 
sentimentality, but rendering yeoman service in the 
blessed cause of manufacturing industry. I see-^: 

But here I interposed again, and urged him on, 
into the twenty-fourth century. His voice suddenly 
seemed to lose somewhat of its elevation and velocity, 
and his countenance a portion of its lustre. 

* Alas,' he resumed, ' I behold painful indications 
of a re-actionary movement. There are far . fewer 
women cruising about, and of those few, not a blessed 
creature do I see with pantaloons on. Ah, the poor 
phalansteries are crumbling to decay. Some have 
actually been converted into country goals, and luna- 
tic asylums. Bless me, they are positively restoring 
the fortifications on the American seaboard. Steam 
frigates, armed to the teeth, are showing themselves 
in all quarters. The Maine Law is no longer the 
law of the planet. Cathedrals are looking up again. 
And now I hear strains of voluptuous, now of mili- 
tary music. Where are the moral, the didactic mel- 
odies of two centuries back ? Where is that beautir' 
ful uniformity of scenery, costume, architecture, where 
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that lovely equality in the way of eharacterand pro- 
perty, that then so cheered^ so inspired the beholds? 
Where, where — ' 

Here I again interrupted the pro-tempore prophet. 
* Stop, stop,' said I, ^ t5 this a true picture? Can it 
be, that Old-Fogie-dom is on its legs again? Was 
it only stunned, not killed ? Or is it what you des- 
cribe, a mere stumble on the stairs of Progress, pre- 
paratory to a more rapid and glorious ascent et last ? 
On, then, on, and show us what the blessed six-and- 
twentieth century has to say for itself.' 

His voice and jaw dropped together, and his brow 
became still more cloudy. 

' Worse and worse,' he exclaimed, * it really looks, 
now, as if the old brazen age bad turned up again. 
All is dismal and dreary. There is not a solitary 
railroad or telegraph in sight. The turnpikes are 
sadly neglected. The poor school-houses are crum- 
bling to pieces. The mills are as silent as the church 
yards. Ah, there goes a troop of handsome looking 
rufBanS, in glittering armor. Away they galley, on 
their gay steeds, while those benighted women are 
waving their handkerchief to them, from the towers 
of yon grim castle. They go to sack, and burn, and 
cut each other's throats, and then, their hideous day's 
work done, to quaff the red blood of the grape, in mad 
revels through the night. I see no sails upon the 
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sea. I hear no voice of church-bell. Oh, how savage 
and picturesque the mountains look ! The brooks 
are running wild again, and the rivers are abandoned 
to their courses. Decay and desolation rule the 
hour ; and in what were once the hearts of mighty 
cities, the wild rose buds, blooms, and dies, ungath- 
ered.' 

In this sad, wild way he wandered on, some mo- 
ments longer, when the manipulator suggested, that 
it was hardly courteous to the other guests, thus to 
monopolize the inspired Irishman. I acquiesced in 
the suggestion. Otherwise he would, no doubt, have 
gone on, giving me invaluable information of the 
same sort, even up to Doomsday eve. Before dis- 
solving the communion, however, I (rapidly taking 
him back with me, to my own little day and genera- 
tion,) propounded the following query, of a purely 
local and personal character : * What are the chances 
of my ever recovering any thing, on certain advances 
made by me, a few weeks since, to a certain literary 
friend V * Slender, indeed,' he replied ; * how could 
you put your name on notes like those ? 1 should 
as soon think of endorsing for Kidd-diggers.' 

Here our spiritual interview ceased. 

Such, my dear Nubbins, is a very brief and inade- 
quate sketch of the prophetic power displayed, at my 
own special request, by an illiterate Hibernian, while 
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in the magnetic sleep. These are facts. Affidavits, 
between friends, are of course unnecessary. But I 
repeat it, these are facts ; naked, all-powerful, over- 
whelming facts. People may sneer, and grin, and 
turn up their noses, and cry humbug, as much as 
they please ; but what candid mind can run away 
from phenomena like these ? When I compare them 
with those recorded in your own welcome letter, and 
with others that I have since witnessed, I say at 
once, I knock under, and my scepticism surrenders 
at discretion. Only think of it. Here was a being, 
who, in the normal state, was a most thorough and 
complete ignoramus; hardly knowing enough to 
bring the polish to the surface of a pair of boots ; 
and in the abnormal, behold him, even in my feeble 
sketch ! After this, can I help believing? Nubbins, 
I do believe in these wonders. I look forward, too, 
to far grander, and more magnificent things ahead. 
I shouldn't be surprised at all, if all the great deeds 
of the remainder of this century were done, and all 
the cream of its literature written, while under mes- 
meric influences. 

But as you say, my dear fellow, the theme is too 
great and copious a one for a letter. We must meet 
and have a good, long, earnest, searching, glorious 
talk on the subject. Till then, believe me your sin- 
cere well-wisher. W.' 



196 RELLY TO WAOaLES. 

The following strange note is from his firiend 
Waggles : 

" Sir — ^I send you herewith my splendid, bran- 
new, full-circle, olive-colored, superfine, broadcloth, 
Spanish cloak. In so doing, I feel that I am acting 
the part of a consistent Bible Christian ; you having, 
in the most cool and collected manner, walked oS 
with my Paletot : St. Matthew, ch. 5, v. 40. 

Your obed't. servant, W. W. Waggles." 

I subjoin the reply to it. 

" My Friend : 

Your communication is received, and with it, a 
cloak ; but one by no means corresponding with your 
description. On the contrary, a shabbier, nastier 
piece of plaid, I nev6r beheld; a garment that 
would positively disgrace the shoulders of the most 
disreputable voiturier of the old world. While 
looking at its greasy velvet collar, the thought ac- 
tually occurred to me, that Shem himself might pos- 
sibly have worn it, while helping his father shove off 
the ark. I take it for granted, that your messenger 
has either made some strange mistake, or has been 
playing you false in the matter* You no doubt in- 
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tended to present me with the beauty described in 
your note. 

And yet I confess to some strange misgivings on 
the subject. Candidly, Waggles, what was the mo- 
tive of your communication ? Do you mean delibe- 
rately to charge me with having stolen a coat of 
yours ? Or was it merely a delicate, roundabout 
way of making me a handsome New Year's present, 
i. e. supposing the right article had arrived? Or 
was it a wish to get rid of a filthy, unsavory gar- 
ment ? Or did you intend it as a sneer at the too 
closely logical character of my mind, and my tenden- 
cy to strict construction, both of my Bible, and of 
the laws I live under ? Or was it simply an absurd 
whim, which came into your head, and which, most 
characteristically, you determined to put straight- 
way into practice, without regard to propriety or 
consequences ? 

I shall take the liberty of saying a word or two, 
on each of these very interesting aijd important 
points. Let me premise, however, that I acquit you 
of any intentional irreverence towards the volume 
which you cite. There are those, to be sure, excel- 
lent but somewhat literal minded people, who might 
object to the propriety of your note ; and there are 
others in abundance, i*ancorous, pharisaical blue- 
skins, who would not hesitate to call you, on the 
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strength of it, a vile and malignant infidel. These 
last (I say with you) be hanged ! 

And now to my first point. To state it, is suffi- 
ciently to argue it. The idea that I, or any other 
sane man, would deliberately walk off with, still less 
wear, any coat, or hat, or boots, or any other article 
of clothing, that you had ever been in or under ! 
Monstrous, indeed. Why, man, the patriotism of a 
Taylor, the statesmanship of a Webster, the credit 
of an Astor, couldn't stand such a shock. It is bare- 
ly possible, that in a fit of abstraction, (having, as 
you know, been deeply absorbed in metaphysical 
studies, of late), I may have exchanged overcoats 
with you, to your own great gain by the operation ; 
but I repeat it, the notion that I, or any other indi- 
vidual who had any reputation whatever to look af- 
ter, moral, literary, or financial, would voluntarily 
go about, in any toggery of yours, is too abominably 
absurd to be dwelt upon. 

As to the second suggestion, that you took this 
indirect and fanciful way of making me a New 
Year's present, I wish I could believe it. I feel that 
you are capable of such things. But there are cir- 
cumstances connected with the transaction, that for- 
bid any such supposition. In the first place,, why 
was not the genuine article left ? Why, too, did the 
man who left it, grin so, as he handed it to the house- 
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maid ? Why did he hurry away so, without waiting 
to give or receive any explanations ? Above all, 
why did he indulge in such an obstreperous guffaw, 
before he had got a rod from my door ? Feeling 
that you cannot give any satisfactory answer, to 
either of these posers, I proceed to my 

Third point. Was it a mere wish to get rid of a 
nuisance at the expense of a neighbor? I most 
cheerfully acquit you of any such purpose. I am 
no great believer, I confess, in human excellence. I 
believe the majority of men are, and probably ever 
will be, a pretty Jesuitical, corrupt, wicked set. I do 
not believe the day will ever come when foundlings 
will not be left at the doors of rich bachelors ; when 
tenants generally will look with eyes of confidence 
and love upon their landlords ; when nuisances will 
give way to mere public opinion, unaided by statutes ; 
when an ugly, good woman will be more caressed 
than a beautiful bad one ; when brilliant scoundrels, 
who go about cutting throats by wholesale, in the 
magnificent attire of a Pyrrhus or a Murat, will not 
receive far more of the applause of the multitude, 
(particularly if the accompanying music be good,) 
than will ever be the portion of those who merely go 
about doing good, in useful, yet uncomely garments 
of India Rubber. At the same time, my dear Wag- 
gles, I will do you the justice to say, that I consider 
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yon about as free from the weaknesses and vices im- 
plied in the above statement, as any individual in the 
Ward. 

My fourth point, I think a fer more serious one. 
Was your note, then, intended as a fling at me, as a 
hair-splitter, and strict-constructionist ? If so, I de- 
ny the charge, most stoutly. I am not, I never was 
a strict constructionist, either of Scripture, or of the 
laws, or of our ever-blessed Constitution. And you 
know it. You know that I have never sympathised 
with the narrow, sectional, Jeffersonian interpreta- 
tion of that glorious instrument ; but have always 
been an humble but devoted admirer of the broad, 
grand, Websterian version. And so with the text, 
which you cite so queerly, and withal inaptly, (for it 
clearly refers to litigation, not larceny ;) I do not, 
nor ever did, interpret it literally ; nor any of the 
precepts of Christianity. They were never intend- 
ed to be construed like so many clauses in a bond, or 
deed. That is the very beauty and efficacy of them, 
their strength of expression, their warm, glowing im- 
agery, their (so to speak) delightful ultraism. Had 
they been mere calm, philosophical enunciations of 
truth, what good would they have ever done to the 
world, and, above all, to the poor, ignorant crowds 
who listened to them ? But to descend from the 
great teacher to smaller ones ; must not every true 
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reformer, to carry his point, to make an impression 
upon his age, mix up with his more solid materials a 
respectable portion of ultraism, a great deal of poe- 
try, and a sprinkling of charlatanry ? How else 
can he make his medicine go down, in a stupid, wick- 
ed world like this ? The most invaluable prepara- 
tion that was ever got up, what signifies it, without 
the aid of comely bottles, of labels ornamented with 
nude allegorical figures, and of copious and rhetori- 
cal advertisements ? Will the finest fish that ever 
swam, ever reach the stomach of the epicure, unaid- 
ed by the horn of the vendor ? The finest collection 
of wild beasts that ever made the tour of New Eng^ 
land, will it pay, without its Brass Band, and Mam- 
moth show-bills? Yes, the greatest genius that 
ever pleaded the cause of reform, may get useful 
hints from the vilest mountebank that ever trifled 
with rustic ignorance. How absurd, then, to con- 
strue strictly, the glowing sentences of champions 
of freedom, or to quarrel with them, for resorting 
freely to the embellishments of poetry, and to all the 
appliances and weapons of the orator ! So far, then, 
my friend, from being a carper, and strict-construc- 
tionist, I am for making every allowance for the gen- 
uine and hearty reformer. I would forgive him 
many little sins, both of omission and commission. 
The man who is absorbed, heart and soul, in a great 
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and glorious cause, is not to be expected to turn 
round, and make a formal and elaborate apology to 
every obscure individual, on whose toes he may hap- 
pen to tread in the course of his ardent career ; nor 
to descend into all the little minutiae and punctilious 
observances that etiquette may call for, in a highly i 
refined and artificial society. So he be honest, and 
earnest, and self-devoting, we will not insist upon 
these minor matters. But as to your mere charla- 
tans and swindlers, who go about disturbing the 
peace of the community, and violating all the pro- 
prieties of life, under the guise of reformers ; men, 
all whose zeal is resolvable into a mere love of noto- 
riety, or of power ; such turbulent and self-satis- 
fied creatures are entitled to no consideration ; such 
individuals I would not only construe strictly, but 
confine closely, as nuisances to be abated, and ene- 
mies of the public peace. 

Feeling myself to have been sufficiently lengthy 
and prosy on this point, I hasten to my fifth and 
last. And herein, after all, I believe, lies the true 
secret of the whole affair. Another perusal of your 
note, and another look at the garment that came 
with it, only serve to confirm that impression. So 
own up, yoii sad dog, at once, and confess that the 
whole thing was a silly joke, which popped into your 
head, and which you thought too rich to be lost. Ac- 
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knowledge, too, that you are, this very moment, dy- 
ing with curiosity to know how said joke was re- 
ceived. Well, I must confess it was a pretty fair 
hit. To be sure, Mrs. W., the too often nervous, lit- 
eral, and fastidious Mrs. W., was disposed to turn 
up her nose at it, and would not see the wit of it. 
It gave me a good, hearty laugh, though, and as for 
Tom, the young rascal, he was quite delighted. The 
scapegrace actually wrapped himself up in it, and 
after strutting around the room some three or four 
times, suddenly stopped, and began to recite Othel- 
lo's farewell to his profession. The effect was grand, 
indeed. Tom has a deal of fun in him, already ; 
partially innate, and partially the result of his inti- 
macy with the younger Wiggins. Your having giv- 
en him such a treat is. I confess, Waggles, a com- 
plete vindication, in my eyes, of your conduct in this 
absurd affair ; for, between ourselves, I am old fogie 
enough to like to see my children happy, to enjoy 
their jokes, to have a share in their amusements, and 
to watch with interest the growth of their tender 
understandings. As 1 now feel, I am very much 
afraid, (but don't expose my weakness, so unworthy 
of this age of light and progress,) that I shall leave 
the bulk of my little property to them, and not to the 
cause either of Home or of Foreign Missions. 

Ever and truly yours, Whimsiculo." 
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In another letter to the same friend, he irritei 
thus: 

" My portrait was sent home yesterday. I con- 
fess, I am anxious to have your opinion of it. I have 
but little confidence in my own judgment, in such 
matters. To say truth, the family are 7iot over- 
impressed by it. Mrs. W. spoke her mind very 
freely. She said she had seen me look very silly, 
and very stupid, in her day, but she would do me the 
justice to acknowledge that my countenance had 
never worn an expression so frightfully idiotic. — 
What a tribute to the artist ! Clarissa didn't go 
quite so far, but simply remarked, in her quiet way, 
* I can't help thinking, dear papa, that the painter 
has succeeded in catching your very worst expres- 
sion.' Susan said, she thought it looked like a very 
great man, very much in liquor. Benjamin replied 
that he thought there were far more traces of grog 
in the artist, than in the sitter. He went on to say, 
that of the one hundred and fifty specimens of por- 
traiture, now hanging on the walls of the Academy, 
there were actually not more than a hundred and 
forty-five that were more atrocious. Tom, of course, 
must needs put in his oar. * Dad,' said he respect- 
fully, * I wish to heaven I was a tobaccQ-chewer ; I 
should so love to substitute that daub for the spit- 



HIS PORTRAIT. 206 

toou, for the next six months.' At this juncture, 
who should enter but young Wiggins. ^ Now,' said 
I, < for an honest and unbiassed opinion. He took a 
deliberate, and apparently earnest survey, from sev- 
eral points of view, and finally remarked, * Somehow 
or other, the farther I get off from it, and the feebler 
the light, the more I seem to be pleased with it. 
Pray, who is the artist, and who is the victim ?' 

This last was the cruellest cut of all. Can you 
wonder, after such an accumulation of compliments, 
that I am anxious to have your views on the subject. 
Do come, and discover if you can, some latent merit 
in the work, or else I shall put my heel through it 
in disgust before morning. Catch me in such a 
scrape again ! No, not to gratify Queen Victoria, 
herself 

P. S. Upon a more deliberate inspection, I con- 
fess I begin to feel the justice of the above express- 
ed opinions. It is, indeed, an atrocious daub. I 
have been outrageously caricatured, vilely swindled. 
It is not fit, even, for the Arkansas market. I fore- 
see a most ignoble career for this precious work. It 
will certainly never be borne aloft in any triumphal 
procession ; never be garlanded with flowers ; never 
transferred to snufi'-boxes and encircled with rubies ; 
nor be hugged, or kissed, in miniature copies. No 
choice engravings will ever be taken from it, for cir- 
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eolation among admiring friends, or by way of intro- 
duction to a volume of sweet poems. On the con- 
trary, a very early grave in an obscure garret, and 
a final demolition by hungry rats, will be its portion. 
5, P. M. I have been taking a third, and still 
more faithful observation, dear Waggles, since din- 
ner, and strange to say, I begin to feel a decided re- 
action in favor of the portrait in question. I begin 
to see great, transcendant merits in it. 6, P. M. A 
Committee on the part of the Art-Union have just been 
here, and have made me a most liberal oflFer for the 
picture, but I have peremptorily declined it, both on 
financial grounds, and from a proper regard for the 
feelings of the family." 

The following extract from a letter to his friend 
Nubbins, is in a much more serious, and, it must be 
confessed, somewhat savage strain : 

" I write you, my dear fellow, as you will have 
already perceived, under some excitement. True, I 
am excited, provoked, indignant, at having my 
time taken up, and patience tried thus. The 
truth is, t had only just been released from a terri- 
ble nuisance- Yes, for one mortal hour, was that 

stupid, conceited old bore and humbug here, 

pouring out his wishy-washy flood of truisms. His 
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prominent theme was the importance and necessity 
of labor. It was very evident, too, from the half- 
supercilious, half-patronizing glances that he kept 
throwing, every now and then, at myself, books, and 
papers, that he considered it quite a piece of conde- 
scension, to recognize any thing that /might happen 
to be about, at the time, as coming under that deno- 
mination. The impertinent coxcomb ! Still, had he 
said any thing worth listening to, I could have kept 
my temper ; but such pitifully shallow, narrow, one- 
sided notions as his ; such wretched logic, such shab- 
by rhetoric, such trifling with English, such an inso- 
lent assumption of superiority, too, were too much ; 
I confess, I couldn't stand it, and the interview ter- 
minated, at last, by my showing him the door. 

Was I to blame, my friend ? I think not. What 
right, indeed, has such a nobody as this, such an im- 
personation of all that is tedious and commonplace, 
because, forsooth, he has money in his purse, and 
that not by virtue of any honest exertion of that 
same labor which he professes to applaud so much, 
but because of certain lucky speculations in stocks 
and cotton, what right has he, I say, to take such 
airs upon himself, and to go about reading lectures 
to his betters ? 

You know, my friend, that I am no partizan. I 
am willing to listen to the suggestions and opinions 
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of 1^ candid and sensible man, though tbej may not 
always chime in with my own. Nay, I am ready to 
receive the reproofs and rebukes of a wise and good 
man ; to make him my confessor ; to acknowledge 
my ten thousand imperfections of mind and charac- 
ter, and to seek alike his counsel and his sympathies. 
But I confess, my blood boils within me at times, 
when I think of the airs and the insolence of these 
empty, and conceited pretenders, who are forever 
thrusting their alike gratuitous and stupid opinions 
upon their neighbors. 

Why, what does this man know about the true 
value of life, or of its objects, that he should talk to 
me thus ; thus inflict upon me his miserable common- 
places about utility and labor ? A man whose whole 
life has been devoted to money-making and material 
interests ; whose amusements, whenever he has con- 
descended to participate in them, have been of the 
most frivolous and silly kind ; a man, who has neither 
ear for music, eye for landscape, nor soul for poetry ; 
who has no affection for any thing, apparently, but 
his own way and his own money-bags ; to whom the 
words, sentiment and sensibility, are idle sounds ; 
who looks upon the blessed earth itself as a mere 
mass of masonry and machinery, and who degrades the 
very God he worships into a mere engineer and mag- 
istrate ; who, were he in St. Peters, this very mo- 
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ment, would cast an incurious, uninterested eye upon 
its splendors, and the glorious thoughts embodied in 
its marbles and mosaics, nay, would turn away from 
its golden roof and all-glorious cupola, to add up the 
bills of the contractors, (could he but get hold of 
them,) to inquire into the mode of ventilating the 
building, and into the average range of the thermom- 
eter therein ; a man, whom all the harps of all the 
angels could not arouse from his earthy, sordid spec- 
ulations ; who cannot see the difference between the 
meanest camp-meeting hymn, and the sublimest 
strain of Milton ; who is no more capable of sound- 
ing the mighty depths of Shakspeare, than a babe 
at breast is of solving a proposition in Euclid, or of 
decyphering the hieroglyphics of a dry goods' adver- 
tisement ; who, were the blessed Mayflower herself 
to heave in sight, this very moment, would see no 
glorious halo about her, would feel no moisture in his 
eye, nor throbbing in his heart, but would straight- 
way and coolly, fall to comparing her rig, and build, 
and rate of progress through the water, with those 
of any common whaler, or Kinderhook schooner ; a 
man, who will talk to you all day long about the con- 
struction of a reaping-machine, or some unimportant 
modification of a steamboat-paddle, while he is con- 
tented to remain in the most porcine ignorance of 
that most stupendous, fearful, glorious of all pieces 
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of mechanism, the human heart ; I ask again, my 
friend, what business has a shallow, coarse-grained 
creature like this, to go about lecturing on moral sub- 
jects, and invading the studies of his neighbors with 
his flippant and presumptuous criticisms? Why, 
could this man have had his way, he would have 
pulled down Raphael himself from the scaffolding 
whereon he was finishing the School of Athens, and 
made him turn hog-driver. He would have snatched 
away his unfinishjed Lear from Shakspeare, and have 
set him to breaking stones upon the highway. — 
What would he care, to-day, if all the bells of all 
the cathedrals of earth were to cease their chimes 
forever ? He wouldn^t lift a finger, to save all their 
painted windows from the clutches of a mob. If ev- 
ery flower was blotted from the face of the earth, and 
every sunset from the skies, so far from missing 
them, he would be delighted with the arrangement ; 
would see in it a recognition of the superior wisdom 
of his own views on the subject of employment and 
utility. 

And am I patiently to listen to an individual like 
this ? Haven't I a right to be a little extravagant, 
and somewhat furious, at such an unseasonable, un- 
profitable interruption of my studies ? 

Thus much, dear Nubbins, by way of explanation 
and vindication of the frame of mind in which I 
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write. Alas, my friend, how many such fellows 
there are in this community of ours ! There is an- 
other set, too, and their name is legion, who, I confess, 
are to me equally annoying and repulsive. I mean 
your vulgar upstarts, of both sexes, who having be- 
come suddenly enriched by happy hits in rum, or lard, 
or sugar, retire from the arena of trade, straightway 
to become prominent figures in the great tableau of 
fashion. Essentially coarse and swinish as they are, 
in all their tastes and habits, and therefore only tol- 
erable in seclusion, they nevertheless court the eye 
of the critic, by studiously arraying themselves and 
children, and servants, and mansions, and equipages, 
in all manner of tinsel finery and gaudy splendor ; 
individuals who purchase lace by the mile, and mir- 
rors by the acre ; who squander thousands upon the 
boquets and confectionery of their supper-tables, 
but who can find neither money in their purses, nor 
space in their gingerbread mansions, for any works 
of art, unless they be the full-length portraits of their 
own uncomely persons, tricked out in ruby velvets, 
and full diamond outfits ; individuals who have no 
more taste in art than the very pigs that have been 
the sources of their wealth ; who would deliberately 
pass by the divine Psyche herself, to hang enrap- 
tured over the waxen figure of some over-dressed 
bride, as she revolves upon her pedestal, in the win- 
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dow of a barber's sbop ; wbo would pro&netl^ Bbigi 
itself by a discussion of the comparatiTO merits of 
tiie legs of Ellsler and Cerito ; who would sigh for 
the Saratoga correspondence of the Herald, nnder 
tiie yery portico of the Parthenon. The airs, the in- 
solence of such miserable pretenders as these, are 
they not, my friend, &ir game for the satirist ? Can 
one help asking indignantly, at times, why is it that 
such an unreasonably large proportion of the money 
of the world is in the pockets of such creatures as 
these, while so many true poets, artists, and philoso- 
phers, true sons of genius, whose hearts are full of 
glorious sentiments, whose brains are alire with no- 
ble thoughts, can get no hearing in the community, 
no recognition of their claims ; but are condenmed 
to languish in obscurity, to maintain a desperate 
fight with pinching poyerty all their days ? 

But I will not trespass further on your patience, 
my friend. It is easy to ask such questions as these, 
but few indeed are the men who are qualified to an- 
swer them ; and they, only after prayer and fiisting. 
I feel as if I ought to apologize to you for having 
said so much. You will see, I fear, more passion 
and egotism, than wisdom in my remarks ; and some 
traces withal, of dyspepsia. I fear it is so. Well, 
well, forgive and burn the scrawl, but do not cease to 
love the scribbler. Adieu." 
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Tho following passage, in an epistle to Quizzico, is 
in his more usual style of playful irony, with an occa- 
sional dash of the sarcastic : 

"I have just had a little chat with our mutual 
jfriend, the younger Wiggins. What a quiz the dog 
is ! Let me repeat, briefly, what passed between us, 
by way of illustration. 

* Ah,' said he, 'how ay'e do? You are the very 
man I was looking for. I wish to get you interested 
in, and if possible, enthusiastic about, a movement 
which ought to command the sympathies of every 
lover of his race.' 

' Ah,' said I, ' what is it ?' 

' I have sent a prospectus to you, this very morn- 
ing,' he replied, ' which will explain all. You will 
see, by it, that I am one of a committee appointed to 
collect subscriptions, in behalf of a society just orga- 
nized, for the purpose of endeavoring to induce the 
benighted inhabitants of the Feejee and the neigh- 
boring islands, to patronize tailors much more exten- 
sively than they do, and to come over from their hor- 
rible anthropophagic courses, to a more wholesome, 
and, if possible, a purely vegetable diet. Isn't it a 
glorious idea ? Don't the mere announcement of it 
put you in a glow ? Come now, what say you ? Two 
hundred and fifty — five hundred — ^a thousand — .* 
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< Stop, stop, mj young friend,' said I ; ' not so &st. 
Don't you think, between ourselves, that this charity 
begins at a terrible distance from home V 

* Well,' he replied, * it must be confessed, charity 
used to be more domestic in her habits, in the times 
of the Fogies ; but in these days of cheap and rapid 
traveling, and of the electric diffusion of ideas, she, 
like other interesting females, is very fond of dating 
her letters and doing her deeds of love at the Anti- 
podes. But what shall I put you down for ?' 

' Hold on, if you please. What have you got al- 
ready ? How does the cause progress ?' 

* Bravely, bravely, my friend. I have this very 
moment received a letter from General Thumb, full 
of generous sentiments, and of sympathy for the 
movement. To be sure, there was no money inclosed ; 
but there was a large bundle of cast-off clothing, ac- 
companying the missive, which will be of signal ser- 
vice to us. William Henry Marsh, the Infant Drum- 
mer, also writes us a most encouraging note, wherein 
he offers us one thirty-second part of the avails of 
his next concert. The Aztecs are with us, heart and 
soul. The proprietors of the five-headed sow, now 
exhibiting in the Bowery, have promised us an entire 
day and evening, some time next week.' 

* Ah,' said I, ' this does look encouraging. The 
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public really seem to be interested in the matter. — 
What else V 

' Here is another note, which I got yesterday, from 
a friend to the cause, enclosing a one dollar note of 
the Leather Manufacturer's Bank, of Buncombe, 
Michigan. Just look at it. I am not familiar with 
the Michigan money, myself. Perhaps you may 
take a notion to it, and insist on giving me a city bill 
for it.' 

He thereupon handed me one of the most weather- 
stained, crumbling, and suspicious looking promises 
to pay, that was ever put forth by individual or cor- 
poration. In fact, I never saw any thing of the kind, 
half so uninviting ; always excepting those ever- 
blessed Relief Notes, which our great sister State, 
the Keystone, so long paid her debts in j that lovely 
currency, at once a medium of payment, and a vehi- 
cle of disease. How often have I seen her unfortu- 
nate creditors, literally knocked down by the odor 
emanating therefrom, while counting it over ! 

Promptly returning the note to its owner, I in- 
quired if he had any further encouraging statements 
to make. 

' Yes,' he said, * we are to have a collection, next 

Sunday, at ^'s church : I should have preferred, 

myself, a postponement thereof, for a couple of months, 
considering the present range of the thermometer, 
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and the scattered state of the congregation ; hut h^- 
gars, you know, must not be choosers. We are also 
promised an early benefit at the Lycenm, which, for 
similar reasons, I fear will be highly nominal in its 
character. This paper will show you the result of 
my own individual efforts, thus far. After reading 
the list, I am sure you will be proud to add your own 
name to it. To be sure, there are some persons 
down on it, whom you will be surprised to see there, 
and who, strictly speaking, perhaps ought not to be 
there ; insolvents of long standing, and such like. — 
There are a few others, too, which you will recognize 
as belonging to individuals, who are by no means 
model-husbands or fathers, or model-citizens, but who 
are yet, somehow or other, devotedly and beautifully 
interested in the movement ; wisely considering its 
advancement more desirable and imperative, at pre- 
sent, than any further legislation or action, on the 
subject of emigration, or pauperism, or temperance, 
or street cleaning, or the reorganization of the policci 
or any such subordinate matter.' 

He thereupon handed me a paper ; but before I 
had time to open it, he most promptly disappeared, 
down a side street. I confess I had my misgivings, 
"as to the true character of its contents. On unfold- 
ing it, I discovered that it was neither more nor less 
than a Bill of Fare of a dinner recently given at the 
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Aster House, to a veteran Whig statesman ; at which 
entertainment, this young scapegrace and Munchau- 

fien had been present. 

While bj no nieanaj mj friendj vindicating such 
abominable trifling with truth, I must yet do young 
Wiggins tho justice to aayj that he played hig part 
"with great dramatic power, Nay^ I am 8 lire, that 
the venerable apple- woman, near whose stall the above 
conversation took place, and who evidently caught 
some snatches of it, set him down as one of the most 
staid, sedate^ and exemplary young men io the com- 
munity,^' 

In a letter written a few ds,js after, to the same 
&iend^ he tho^ expresses himself : 

" An hour ago, my dear fellow, I waa one of the 
happiest, most cheerful fellows, on the face of the 
earth* Since then, an incident has transpired, which 
has, for the morning, at leasts robbed life of all its 
charms, ^ Ah, what was it V you feelingly ask, — 
*Why, sir, let me tell you; and I must confess, I 
fhudder as I do ao. You must know, then, that a 
few moments since, while I was reading aloud, and 
with great exaltation of spirit, a most glorious pas- 
sage in the Paradise Regained, a monstrous grey 
rat suddenly ran across my boot, to my ineffable sur- 
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prise and disgust. Whence the loathsome wretch 
came, I know not ; whither he went, I had not cour- 
age to investigate. But oh, my friend, I lack words 
to express the thrill of horror that ran through me 
at the time. And even now, as I write about the 
occurrence, I am a prey to mingled feelings of fright, 
hatred, loathing, and revenge. Curse the creature, 
what business had he thus to interrupt my studies, 
and mar my enjoyments ? No more poetry to-day. 
I shall be afraid to lose myself, for a solitary half- 
second, lest the infernal wretch should make his re- 
appearance. 

How you are laughing at me ! What a miserable, 
nervous old fool you, of course, think me ! I own it. 
I have an invincible antipathy to these vermin. I 
can see neither beauty nor propriety in them. I can't 
help wondering how they ever entered into the Crea- 
tion-Programme. Bats are bad enough, but they are 
angels in comparison. I am for giving them the 
widest kind of berth. I acknowledge it, I am afruid 
of the monsters. I had rather &ce forty thieves than 
ten rats, any day. Misunderstand me not, however. 
I should, no doubt, show both a clean pair of heels. 
1 am no hero, and shall never be an idol in any hero- 
worship. I merely mean to say, that in case of nec- 
essity, I should prefer the bipeds as antagonists. 

Others, I know, have different tastes. They seem 
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to like the wretches, and take pleasure in their soci- 
ety ; will pet and feed them, and carry them about in 
bags, as boya do their books ; nay, will bet on them, 
in their encounters with terriersj and will positively 
ieem to take more pleasure in these latter entertain- 
mentSj tban they would in reading even Butler's An- 
alogy itself* I can't agree with them* I wish the 
entire genua had been exterminated, for good and all, 
at the Flood, aod that they only existed in the fossil 
state* But it was otherwise arranged* They were 
sparedj and had their due place in the procession, as 
it entered th^ Ark, and, no doubt, in the invoice. A 
pair only, of course^ went aboard^ but I dare say, 
there were a good baker's dozen of them, when it was 
time to disembark* Oh, why is it, my friend, that 
the loathsome, venomous^ destructive things and crea- 
tures of earth, should increase and multiply with such 
fearful rapidity, while the valuable ones, while the 
truly royal specimens, alike of men and beasts, are 
so few^ and hard to rear? Why should an Epami- 
nondas, and a WashLogtonjbe defrauded of children, 
while every jail-bird in the land has at least his 
score? Let me ask one more question. Why is it, 
mj dear friend, that these same disgusting animals, 
should be so fond of our metropolitan theatres^ aod 
especially of the stage-boxes of those theatres ? I 
remember distinctly, that on the oct^sion of my last 
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three visits to the lamented Park, I had these fout- 
legged votaries of the drama for co-occupants of the 
said stage-box. Any enjoyment of the play, after 
such a discovery, was quite out of the question. I 
retired most promptly. Had Mrs. Siddons herself 
been performing, and had I paid a couple of doub- 
loons for my ticket, I should have done the same 
thing. To make the matter worse, I had ladies witJi 
me, the last time. Nevertheless, (I blush as I con- 
fess it) I beat a most rapid and inglorious retreat.^^ 
So utterly insuperable, and argument-proof, is my 
horror of these creatures ! Yes, the bare perusal of 
that horrible story of Bishop Hatto, actually kept 
me awake once, for a week together. 

There is a frightful fascination about this subject, 
dear Q. ; I cannot tear myself away from it. I 
came near uttering a most abominable sentiment 
just now, viz., that I could almost be reconciled to 
perdition, if I thought that the heavenly mansions 
were exposed to the inroads of these pests. But I 
checked myself in time. This much I will say, 
however, that I had rather live with the most ugly 
and turbulent of her sex, in a rat-proof dwelling, 
than have a Hero, Helen, and Penelope combined, for 
the partner of my joys, in lodgings where we would 
be liable to have our slumbers disturbed, beds inva- 
ded, and (fearful thought) our toes and noses, and 
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those of our loved ones, nibbled by these atrocious 
"wretches. 

How any man could deliberately sit down, and 
write an elabornte work on these creatures^ and 
above all^ how any public could buy and read such a 
book, with any relish, is to me inconceivable. And 
yetj I see by an advertisement in this very morning's 
papeij that the seven ty-fifth thousand of Riggs on 
MatSf is nearly exhausted, and the work bids fair to 
have a greater run even than Dinks on DogSj itr 
self. It would seem J from said advertisementj that 
the work is illustrated with engravings, and dedica- 
ted to a distinguished citizen of CatskilL TpVhat a 
complimentj this last \ 

One ^luery more, dear Qnizzico, and I will relieve 
yon from the writer, and the theme. Is it possible, 
my friend, that we^ proud lords of creation that we 
style oursclvesj are yet too often looked upon by su- 
perior intelligences, as creatures qnite as unprofita- 
ble, offensive, and destructive, as these very vermin 
I have been speaking of? Ob, can it be, that this 
same restless metropolis of ours, so full of business, 
and hurry, and tumult, so soon to be the centre of 
earth^s traffic^ and \(;^rj heart of Chriatendom, is, 
after all, so insignificant a speck in the Universe 1 
/>othe mighty angels^ as they pass by it, in their 
heavenly excursions^ look down upon it^ at times, 
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with those feelings of mingled pity and wonder, with 
which we sometimes look down upon a community of 
ants, as they start forth, and radiate in all directions, 
when their employments have been interrupted, their 
habitations devastated, by the stick of some idle, 
wanton school-boy ? Alas, there is nothing cheering 
or inspiring, and therefore, perhaps, nothing profita- 
ble, in thoughts like these. To cherish them, would 
indeed be madness. At the same time, may they 
not teach us an occasional lesson of humility ? And 
do not we, of all men that have lived since Adam, 
most need that lesson ? We, whose lot is cast in 
this self-glorifying century, and in this saucy, boast- 
ing, turbulent, irreverent town ?" 

In the summer of 18 — , he writes thus to his 
friend Nubbins : 

" We were favored, last evening, with a visit from 
■ and his wife. Of course, we were highly in- 



structed and edified thereby. They were hardly 
seated, when two brilliant streams of talk began to 
flow from them, alike musical and voluble : one from 
Mrs. on the Hungarian struggle, for the ben- 
efit of my better half, while I constituted the audi- 
ence before whom her husband pronounced an ardent 
lecture on the great subject of compromises. This 
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latter was indeed an earnest, zealous, delightfully 
one-sided effort. I saw, from the start, that any at- 
torn pt to obstruct its progress, by "vvords either of 
affirmation or negation, would be entirely impracti- 
cable* — never did, never will surrender the 

floor, except on a motion to adjourn. I might as well 
have got up in my pew to reply to a pulpit argu- 
ment, as to have tried to get a hearing on this occa- 
aion, 

I need hardly tell you, NubbinSj for you know the 
man well, that he declared himself a thorough-going 
and uncompromising enemy of all compromises what- 
ever. He abominated the very sound of the word. 
Every compromise implied a sacrifice of truth to ex- 
pediency. That was enough for him. Away with 
them all, Truthj truth, truth ; the downright, naked 
truth ; that's what he went for* Oat with itj at all 
times, to all men, under all circumstanceSj come what, 
come may* This was the great idea of this parlor- 
ornanient of a discourse. He repeated it about two 
hundred and fifty times, and each time, in pretty 
nearly the same words ; he having a^ by no means, 
copious vocabulary, or remarkable powers of illua- 
tratioD. 

Beautiful doctrine \ Tou have but to apply it, to 
Bee how admirably it vindicates itselt^ For instance, 
I metj to-day, a friend who was decidedly over the 
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bay. This is perhaps the third or fourth time that t 
have seen him so, in as many years. All the rest 
of that time hath he struggled, heroically and victo- 
riously, with his appetites, dear lover of good things 
that he is. Once per annum, however, in spite ot 
himself, he wUl get off the track, for a day or so. 
And so was it, this morning. Navigation was evi- 
dently a tedious and difficult thing for him. So I 
quietly put him in a carriage, and gave him a bed in 
my own house, without remarks. But oh, how crim- 
inal was my silence. It was clearly my duty, ac- 
cording to this wise man, to have blurted out the un- 
pleasant facts to my friend, at the time, and when 
sober, ay, and to his family and friends, and to the 
sweet girl whom he is addressing ; to put him in the 
power of every tattler and gossip in the community, 
without the slightest regard to his reputation or 
prospects. The sacred cause of truth imperatively 
demanded the sacrifice. I met another friend, yes- 
terday. Poor fellow, he's fast going. Consumption 
has got her fell paw upon him. He has not two 
months' breath in him. Still, like all the victims of 
this treacherous destroyer, he don't realize the fact. 
And so he was pleasant, and cheerful, and sangaine 
as ever, and I replied to him in the same encourag- 
ing strain. But I was a scoundrel in so doing. It 
was my obvious duty here, as in the first case, to 
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have blurted out the uncomfortable facts on the 

epotj even had it cost the poor man his Hfe ; even 
had he thereby died with Tirill uamade, and with let- 
ters of love or conciliation to absent or estranged 
friends unwritten* What of all that ? Truth and 
duty know not, ought not to knoWj any considera- 
tiona of expediency. So saidj at least, with oracular 
solemnity, and magisterial wave of hand, this mod- 
ern Solon* But, NubbinSj I will not insult your, or 
my own understanding, by any further applications 
of such an ultraism. Aa if every sensible man did 
not see, that a thousand cases are occurring hourly, 
in a town like this, wherein both the keeping back 
the truth, and the uttering of a downright thumper, 
are not merely justifiable, but obligatory I 

But your cnthusiaat cannot bear a qualified doc- 
trine, or its holder. And so this man said, honestly 
no doubt, that he hated the very sound of the word 
compromise. To be sure, life itself, rightly consid- 
ered, is one perpetual series of compromises. The 
very motion of the planet, what is it but a compro- 
' mise 1 Every meal that is eaten, every bow that is bent, 
every marriage that is consummated, law that is passed, 
railroad that is built, bargain that is driven, govern- 
ment that is constructed, is it not the very creature of 
compromise? Concessions and compromises, are they 
not the foundation-stones, and beams, and rafters of that 
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master-work of legislative skill, our ever blessed 
Constitution ? How monstrous, then, for a man to 
express himself in this arrogant and sweeping style 
about them ; to set up his own isolated, imperfect no- 
tions of truth and duty, as authority, and to insist 
upon making them the standard by which all life's I 
business is to be adjusted, and to risk the peace of 
the world, in order to force them down the throats of 
others ! Even if the very right and very truth be 
with him, they must give way, at times, to the voice 
of nature, and to the suggestions of prudence. What 
right, too, has he, or any other worthy but obscure 
individual that comes along, to turn law-giver, any 
more than dictionary maker, for the community ? to 
set his little forum conscientice above the Supreme 
Court of the Commonwealth, any more than to ar- 
ray his crude definitions against the authority of 
Johnson, or his ill-considered notions of etiquette 
against the ceremonials of drawing-rooms ? Allow 
these privileges to Stiles, Nokes, and the rest of us, 
and good breeding, good sense, good order, become 
at once mere idle sounds, and the world a huge 
bear-garden. 

But, as I said before, my friend, I could not find 
an opening for the insertion of any one of the above 
remarks. The strong lungs, and undeviating per- 
sistency of , defy interruption. He talks as 
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he drinks^ right onward* The hour of cock-crowj and 
the bottom of the barrel, alone can stop him, when 
fairly started. It would have made no diflFerence, 
howeverj had I succeeded in giving my views breath. 
A comprehensive pshaWj or an annihilating wave of 
the hand, would have been their only greeting from 
this avowed eharapion of truth. As I once heard 
you yourself say, my dear Nubbins, I should as soon 
undertake to batter dowu the walls of Quebec with 
dough-nuts, as to make any impression by force of 
argument} upon this most obstinate and conceited of 
men. 

Mrs. W. reports, substantially, the same charac- 
teristics, as appertaining unto the eloquent discourse 
delivered to herself, by her lady-visitor, in behalf of 
Hungary, There was a little more copiousnesa and 
variety of language, to be sure, and more embellish- 
ing of the great thought of Intervention, on which it 
was based. This was to be expected from the supe- 
rior literary pretensions of the speaker. Still, there 
were the same eyidcnces of good wind, and strength 
of lungs ; the sarae profound contempt for any thing 
in the shape of a reply; the same unilinchiug deter- 
mination to keep the floor at all hazards. Indeed, it 
is hardly unchalitable to say, that as her husband is 
the most one-sided and obstinate of all truth-seekers, 
BO is she one of the most arrogant and oyerbearing 
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of female philanthropists. I would not be cynical, 
iny friend. It is, I know, an unsatisfactory task to 
analyze too nicely the motives of one's own conduct, 
and a most unhandsome one to scan too critically the 
doings of those about us ; but phenomena that I have 
witnessed, for many years, in the deportment of this 
fbmale, force me to the conclusion, that she is by no 
means the model-woman that she sets up for ; that 
she has her full proportion of foibles and frailties ; 
and that her sseal for the welfere and progress of the 
race, is pretty much all resolvable into a love of noto- 
riety and influence. How many worthy, hop^I 
enterprizes has she spoken disparagingly of, simply 
because they have originated in the folds of heretics : 
how many creditable performances, in all the depart- 
ments of art, has she affected ignorance of, because 
the performers have neglected to bow the knee, and 
pay tribute to her greatness : how many charms and 
graces has she been unable to recognize, because their 
wearers have grown up under the wing of other pat- 
ronesses ! On the other hand, any charitable cause 
whose subscription-list her name is at the head of, 
must perforce be the great cause of the age ; any 
walk, of which she is the prominent hen, must lead 
to glorious issues ; any pill that may have benefitted 
her, is from that moment, the great, leading pill of 
the day ; and oh, that pudding, the receipt whereof 
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ste hath fttrnished, the combined genius of all the 
cooks of Paris and Vienna, could not produce its fel- 
low. So clearly visible are self-love, and a thirst for 
power, in all her undertakings ! 

Ah, Nubbins, if these people would only keep 
quiet, and mind their own business, it wouldn't be so 
bad. But when they put on such airs, and go about, 
thrusting their advice on their neighbors, reading 
their giratuitous and pharisaical lectures, and dicta- 
tihg to them how they shall bring up and educate 
their children, I confess I get quite out of patience. 
I must plead guilty to an especial horror of these 
literary monsters, these man-women, these preten- 
tious meddlers, these cankers of a calm neighborhood, 
these interveners (forgive the word) in femily jars, 
these self-elected guardians of the manners and mor- 
als of the parish. My dear wife, too, sympathizes 
entirely with me, on this point, and has accordingly 
instructed the servant, the next time that this brace 
of reformers make a descent upon us. to say that we 
are engaged every evening for the next ten years.'' 

Among .a variety of queer epistles to my kinsman, 
from the younger Wiggins, I find the following : 

" Respected Sir — 

I cannot forbear sending you the annexed report 
of a nioe bit of spiritual talk which I had, last even- 
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ing, with the Bard of Teos. I am well aware of the 
deep interest which you are taking, at present, in 
spiritual matters. The conversation is, in itself un- 
important, and borders somewhat on levity, it must 
be confessed. To say truth, I am not classical scho- 
lar enough to avail myself, as I ought, of the frequent 
interviews I have had of late, with antique visitors 
from the spirit-land. The authenticity of the talk, 
however, is not to be questioned. I give you the 
naked facts, direct from head-quarters. For conve- 
nience' sake, I have preserved the dialogue form. — 
Imagine me, then, my dear sir, seated, a little before 
dusk, solus, in the paternal dining room, quietly dis- 
cussing a mint-julep of my own manufacture, (enter 
Spirit of Anacreon.) 

Wiggins^ Jun, Holloa, there. Who and how are 
you? 

Anacreon. Never better, thank you, and Anacreon 
of Teos. Tou have heard of me, I dare say. 

Wiggins^ Jun. God bless me. Is it possible ? — 
Why, my dear old glorious classic cock and poet, how 
are you ? How have you been for the last five and 
twenty centuries ? Do pray be seated. 

Anacreon. Thank you, my dear young friend. I 
can't stop long, though, for I've got a good many hun- 
dred millions of leagues before me, between this and. 
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sun-rise. But what, in Plato's name, have yon got 
there? 

Wiggins, Jun. A mint-julep. 

Anacreon, What? 

Wiggins, Jun. A mint-julep. Ton look aston- 
ished. Is it possible, that in all your celestial trav- 
els, you have never run against the article ? The 
bard of bibbers, too, at that ! 

Anacreon, Never, so help me Jove. Allow me to 
investigate 

Wiggins, Jun, Patience, patience ; wait a mo- 
ment or two, my poetical friend, while I brew you 
one of my very best. [He makes preparations ac- 
cordingly,) I assure you, I shall consider it a great 
honor, to introduce the most distinguished of modern 
mixtures, to the most illustrious of ancient drinkers. 
I flatter myself, I am no mean artist in this depart- 
ment. Tou must know, my friend, that I studied 
under a famous old maternal uncle of mine, an ardent 
Tennessean. He made the greatest julep that ever 
found its way through a straw. Had he lived in 
your days, he'd have got a laurel crown for it ; would 
have been, at least, a high-priest in the temple of 
Bacchus. As it was, his talents were not overlooked 
by his neighbors, and he was, for several successive 
sessions, the honored representative in Congress, of 
an admiring and appreciating constituency. But 
there, there, see and suck for yourself. 
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Anacreon. But, my dear boy, what signifies tliifl 
straw ? I really don't 

Wiggins^ Jun. That, my friend, is simply a con- 
trivance for prolonging and intensifying the pleasure 
of the draught So now, draw away, draw away, 
end be happy. 

Anacreon, Ah, yes, yes, yes. I perceive. Cun- 
ning young epicure, this is an addition of your own, 
I dare say. Well, I must confess, this is a thing, 
we Samians and Athenians were not up to. Juno 
preserve us, what a : delicious composition! How 
could I have lived so long in ignorance of such a 
treasure 1 I must insist on having a receipt for it, 
before I go. Ceres willing, I mean to circulate its 
merits all through the milky way. Tes, by Jupiter, 
before another comet heaves in sight. It's pretty 
potent, though, my young American friend, isn't it ? 

Wiggins^ Jun. It certainly does carry some guns. 
I shouldn't like to take more than six of them before 
breakfast. 

Anacreon. I should think not. 

Wiggins^ Jun. But, my old bard, do tell us, what 
have you been about, all this time ? Where do you 
hail from last ? And is this your first visit, since 
the grape-stone carried you ofi"? 

Anacreon. My very first. But that story about 
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the, grape-stone, is an infamous libel ; one of those 
shameful scandals, of which history is full, and which 
has sadly damaged my fair fame. The truth is, I 
caught my death-cold while going about, soliciting 
subscriptions from those pig-headed Abderites, for a 
volume of poems of a young friend of mine. But the 
other version, being more piquant, and discreditable 
to me, of course soon became current, and posterity 
have treated me accordingly. 

Wiggins^ Jan, Indeed ! Well, I must say, I gave 
you credit for dying in harness ; taking it for grant- 
ed, that you were a devoted, consistent blow-hard, to 
the last. Tour own poetry, you must acknowledge, 
is calculated to give currency to the fib in question. 
But where are you from, now ? 

Anacreon. From Arcturus, as you earth-worms 
call it. Its real name is Solsmithia. There has 
been an effort made, lately, however, to change it to 
Washingtonia, in compliment to a countryman of 
yours. 

Wiggins, Jun. Well,how are they there? What's 
going on ? How are they off for money ? Are in- 
ternal improvements flourishing ? Are they suffer- 
ing from drought ? How did the crops look, when 
you left ? How high does the thermometer ever go 
there ? Are they Fogies or Progressives ? Do they 
prefer Channing or Chalmers? Do they use the 
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WestmiDster Catechism there ? Are they at all in- 
terested in our coming Presidential struggle 1 Which 
would sell fastest there, Uncle Tom's Cabin, or the 
Bleak House ? Does the drama prosper ? Does — 

Anacreon. Stop, stop, stop, my youthful Gotham- 
ite. Pray, what paper are you reporter for, that you 
would pump me, in this precipitate and uncourteous 
style ? 

Wiggins^ Jun. I ask your pardon, my dear old 
friend. Mine is a rapid, impulsive nature, as you 
see, and like the rest of my countrymen, I hunger 
and thirst after information, of all sorts. But, really 
now, what have you interesting to offer? Where 
were you last evening ? 

Anacreon. Well, if you must know, I was at the 
theatre. 

Wig gins y Jun. Ah, and what were they playing? 

Anacreon, One of Shakspeare's tragedies. 

Wiggins, Jun, Indeed ! Which one, pray ? 

Anacreon, It was called Caius Maritcs, 

Wiggins, Jun, What ? Oh, yes, I see, I see ; 
something which he has written since he left us. 

Anacreon. I know not that. But I do know that 
it was one of the most magnificent things my old 
ears ever listened to. To be sure, it was not alto- 
gether in keeping with our old fashioned, contracted, 
Greek notions of Tragedy. There was quite too 
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great a mixture of Thalia and Melpomene, to suit a 
votary of ^schylus ; but still, a glorious aflfair, and 
gloriously rendered. Never before have I heard 
such cordial, such tumultuous applause, in any thea* 
trcj in any star. You ought to be very proud^ and 
so ought ly that Earth should have been the honored 
birth-place of such a genius. 

Wij^gins, Jun. You may well say that, 

Anacreon. His plays are fast making their ^ay, 
all over the universe, I have met a good many cle- 
ver fellows, from both hemispheres of this interest- 
ing little gooseberry of a planet of ours, in the course 
of my spiritual career ; but it is uriiver sally admit- 
ted that Will Shakspeare is^ by all odds, the finest 
specimen of a ghost that ever left it. 

Wigj^itus^ Jiin, Objhow delighted I am, to hear 
you talk so, my dear old bibber of Chian, and im- 
mortalizer of grasshoppers \ You haven't happened 
to stumble over one John Falstaff^ in your travels, 
lately, have you 1 

Anacreon. FalBtaff. Falstaff ? Let me see. What, 
the philanthropist? 

Wi^^insj Jun. Pshaw I 

Anacreon^ Fa 1 staff? Oh yes, now I recall hinip 
A plump, comely figure, full of his fun* Yes, yes ; 
I know the ghost well A sad dog; terribly given 
to joking and drinking, I met him last^ in Georgi- 
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Wiggins, Jim. Well, I must own, I thottght 
Printing was a modern improvement ; but if you say 
otherwise, I, of course, knock under. 

Anacreon. We had our railroads, too, and omni- 
buses. 

Wiggins, Jtin, Railroads? 

Anacreon. Why do you echo me thus ? yes. Rail- 
roads. Not merely your small roads, either, like 
that from Athens to the Piraeus, for transporting 
stone and merchandize ; but good long roads, for the 
accommodation of passengers, such as that from Co- 
rinth to Thebes, and the one from Sardis to Darda- 
nus ; both built, and in fine running order, two cen- 
turies, at least, before the time of Pericles. I ought 
to know, for I've traveled on them both, many a time. 

Wiggins, Jan. You don't happen to remember 
the names of the makers of the locomotives, do you ? 

Anacreon. What are you sneering at ? Did I say 
that the trains were propelled by steam ? No, no. 
That invention, I grant you, is a sprout of modern 
wisdom. Nor did we have lightning, either, to de- 
liver our messages : but with those two exceptions, 
the world seems to me pretty much the same now, in 
A. D., 1852, as it was in the days when I went gip- 
seying, in A. C. 600, 

Wiggi?is, Jun. But, Anacreon, in some respects, 
you surely see great changes. In comforts, in man- 
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ners, in morals, in religion ; you certainly must con- 
fess, there are great improvements in these things. 

Anacreon. Not so great. Then, as now, my 
young friend, the great mass of the world were pret- 
ty poor devils. The idle, and selfish, and miserable 
' were the rulOj the indu3triou33 the purCj the lovely 
were the exception. Is it otherwise, to-day ? Then, 
as noWj there was a gratid and simple faith for the 
thoughtful few. while for the masseSj there were wild 
creedsj of all denominations, atuffed with monstrous 
legends, and rites defaced with image-worship. And 
is it not the same^ this blessed summer's evening ? 
Wasn't I at St. Peter's only two short hours ago ? 
And didn't I witness the mummeries, there ? And 
were they not quite, (I do not say as bloody,) but 
quite as revolting to the under standing, as anything 
I ever saw in the temple of Jupiter Oljmpius ? 

Wig-g-hiSj Jitn. Why, you sceptical old ghost and 
pitcher, how dare you talk thus in these days, and, 
above aD, in these diggings? You ought to be 
ashamed to traduce and belie so, our industrious and 
enlightened era. We had better change the subject. 

Anacreon. Perhaps we had. To say truth, I 
liave never been very sound in my theological views, 
either in the human or ghostly state. But I must 
pofiitivcly be off, for I have got an engagement to 
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break&st, to-morrow morning, with the great Aris- 
totle himself. 

Wiggins, Jan. May I ask where ? 

Arutcreon. In the fifth Pleiad. I somewhat ex- 
pect to meet my old translator, Cowley, there, too. 
So give me the receipt for this charming cordial of 
yours, and let me go. 

Wiggins, Jan. Wait a moment. {He goes ot^ 
and returns soon after, with a bottle and the re- 
ceipt.) There, my friend, there is your prescriptipn, 
and here is a bottle of the finest Madeira extant. \ 
have reason to know that it stopd in the cellar of the 
great George Washington himself, in the year qi 
grace 1795. Do me the fevor to accept it, and don^ 
&il to drink the patriot's health in it, to-morrow, ajotd. 
make your friends do the same. 

Ana4^reon. I am, indeed, unworthy of an .honor 
like this. Well, well, I must be oflF. Farewell. 

Wiggins, Ju7u Addio. I hope it will not be. so 
iminy lustrums, after all, before we see each other 
again. 

Anacreon. Minerva grant it! Meanwhile, my 
dear boy, vive valeque. {Exit Anacreouy throtigh 
the ceiling, with bottle and prescrijp^tion.)'^ 

It is indeed strange, that at the very time tho^jb 
the younger Wiggins, and the toddy-loving bard of 
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Greece, wore holding the above recorded spiritaal 

coaversatioD, his excellent father was having an in- 
ter? icw, in the room directly overhead, with a far 
more illustrious and exemplary ghoat^ L e,^ that of 
Socrates. He^ too, it appears, made a transcript of 
their talk, and in the same dialogue formj for toy 
kiusman^s edification. I shall gubjoio a slight ex* 
tract from hia letter upon the subject : 

" ( ^Vigghts senior J laying down his tea-cup^ con- 
tinues.) 

WigginSj Sen. On the whole, then, SocrateSj I 
may infer^ from what you have said, that you have 
been decidedly startled by the developments that 
have taken place in the planet, since your last visit J 

Socrates. Most emphatically so. I should he the 
most uncandid of ghosts, were I to say otherwiae. 
Especially have I been impressed by the phenomena 
presented by your (to us, untnown) America, and by 
thiSj the queen-cii;y thereof 'Tia but a few abort 
hours since I was at Athena. I speak not of that 
shabby, upstart town, that has sprung out of its ru- 
ins, like some vile weed shooting up from the trunk 
of a fallen, crumbling oak, and which a stupid Ana- 
trian so shamefully misgoverns ; but of the dear, 
old Athense hereelij once so splendid, now so shatter- 
ed J the Athenie of my boyhood. Ah, how it made 
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my heart bleed, to behold such desolation ! {Here 
the Express train for Albany went by ; ten large 
carsy filled with passengers, and flying along in 
great style, after one of Rogers, Ketchum, and 
Grosvenofs spunkiest locomotives, which was 
dressed out in flags and evergreens, and shone 
like a gold dollar, Socrates rushed to Jhe win- 
dow, gazed till it was out of sight, and was evi- 
dently most profoundly impressed. Looking vol- 
umes, he, however, said nothing, and after a while, 
resumed thus:) But, as I was going to remark, 
what was Athens herself, in her palmiest days, 
alongside of this superb Gotham of yours? I cheer- 
fully admit its vast superiority, alike in position, 
population, dimensions, trade, and resources ; in its 
width of streets, brilliancy of shops, extent of mar- 
kets ; in all that pertains unto ventilation, purifica- 
tion, and illumination ; in its schools and hospitals ; in 
its Exchange and Custom House ; in its capacious 
warehouses and colossal hotels. We men of Attica 
certainly wrre mere babies in comparison with you, 
in all these matters, ay, and in all things relating to 
currency and banking. We were profoundly igno- 
rant of Fire, Marine, Life, or Health insurance ; of 
Stock lists and Annuity tables ; of Art Unions and 
Building Associations ; of ocean steamers and elec- 
tric telegraphs; of Penny-Posts and the Penny 
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Press ; of commercial law, and trial by jury. We 
had neither Star Police, nor Fire Department ; 
Board of Health, nor Chamber of Commerce ; Bi- 
ble House^ nor Tract Society. No, we had not, in 
all Greece, a solitary corporation, or a&aociation for 
benevolent ]>urposes ; not an asylum for widow or 
orphan, drunkard or lunatic* I should, indeedj be 
the most narrow-minded and bigoted of ghosts, to be 
blind to, or to withhold my admiration from, improve- 
ments like these. I — 

Wlgg-inSf Sefi^ {earnestly interrupting him.) 
Truej true^ my dear old friend ; but then again, you 
had no boilers to huratj no powder-mills to explodcj 
no railroad collisions, no infernal hack-drivers to 
deal with, no omnibus-driving sons of Belial to run 
over you, no beastly Mormons and Millcrites, no 
Empire Clubs, no Buffalo Platforms, no peripatetic 
swine, no Perrine pavementSj no — 

i^ocrates. Stop, stop, my estimable modern friend. 
Don't get HO excited. I confess, I understand not 
many of the items of annoyance to which you so 
feelingly allude ; but how unreasonable for any age 
or nation of earth to expect an entire exemption 
from those nuisances, cares, sorrows, evils, that are 
an inherent, essential part of this, our terrestrial 
pilgrimage ! What were the discipline of Hfe worth 
without them 1 But, at the same time, that yoa 
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modems have improved wonderfully upon the per- 
formances of us men of Greece, subtle and nimble- 
ifitted as we were, in pretty much all matters relat- 
ing either to bodily comfort or to mental growth, is 
to me, a truth as clear as the blessed sun-light. {So- 
crates here took up a superb gold combination of 
pen and pencil, that was lying on W,^s table,) 
Look at that, now, for example ; that beautiful pro- 
duct of invention and skill. So compact, and porta- 
ble, and shapely ; that performs so many useful ofr 
ces so unostentatiously ; that at once writes and seals 
your notes, and erases your blots, and tells you the 
day of the month ; that carries its own ammunition, 
too, and that will be able to render the same services, 
if need be, to your children, and children's children. 
What, in its line, could we Athenians get up, to be 
named in the same century with it ? ( Wiggins sen- 
ior here insisted upon the sage's acceptance of the 
same, as a feeble token of his respect.) I might 
go on, and illustrate my point, by almost every arti- 
cle that my eye lights on, in this pleasant library of 
yours, but I will not so tax your patience. Nor will 
I dwell upon the enlarged boundaries of science, the 
amazing development of the useful arts and manu- 
factures, the vast and momently increasing diffusion 
of wholesome, practical knowledge, through the 
world, and above all. the improved and elevated con- 
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dition of woman. Oh, my friend, you ought to feel 
grateful, profoundly grateful, that your lot has been 
cast in these days of light and peace, and in this 
land of promise. 

Wiggins J ATen. This is very kind and courteoua 
in yoUy Socrates. 

Socraies. Not at uH^ not at alL I am no flatter- 
er. I speak the words of truth and soberness- Least 
of all J would I disparage my own dear native Greece, 
fallen, sadly fallen aa she is ; nor would I abandon 
the hope of her ultimate redemption, Not all the 
varied experiences of all the spheres I have since 
visitedj have been able to eradicate from my heart 
my deep love for Athens, the starting point of my 
spiritual pilgrimage. I love her blue gkies and 
stately hilla. I weep over her ruins. I delight to 
dwell upon her great oneSj and to hold converse with 
them ] bardsj sculpfcorSj architects, statesmen^ patri- 
ots, philosophera. What a galaxy of shining lighta 
adorned Attica, in my little day on earth ! Single 
luminancs have since appeared upon it, more bril* 
liant, I grant you. We had no poet like Shakspeare, 
no patriot like Waahington, no statesman like Web- 
ster ; atill, as a whole, as a constellation of men of 
genius, they stand, and I believe will stand, without 
peer or parallel on the pages of human history. — 
And yet, aa an honest ghost, I am constrained to 
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admit the immeasurable superiority of your republic 
over purs. In the loftiness of its origin, in the ex- 
quisite construction of its government, in its amaz- 
ing wealth of woods, and mines, and waters, and of 
keen-witted men who know how to use and develope 
them, in its boundless capacities and resources of all 
sorts, it presents a spectacle never before seen on 
earth ; a spectacle, certainly, which it never entered 
into the heart of the wisest and best Amphictyon of 
us all, to conceive. Nay, I should as soon think of 
comparing my feeble claims to the character of teach- 
er and example, with those of the great inspired 
Man of Judea, as of comparing the history of Greece 
with that of your own glorious land ; glorious as she 
already is, a thousand fold glorious, as the future 
will reveal her." 

In a subsequent part of the conversation, Socra- 
tes takes the other tack, somewhat ; but I have 
hardly thought it worth while to transcribe it. In 
it, he rallies us pretty freely, though courteously, and 
like a ghost of truly enlarged experience, upon the 
unparalleled velocity with which we all, sucklings as 
well as adults, devour our nutriment. He glances, 
also, at the formidable volleys of tobacco-juice that 
are incessantly discharged, alike on both sea-boards, 
and in the great valley of the Mississippi ; disfigur- 
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ing equally the senate and the sanctuary ; marring 
the beauty, alike of the flowers in our gardens, and 

of tliose ill our carpets ; a habit, he says, utterly un- 
known to ancient Greece, and to any other planet he 
has visited. He speaks of the unnatural and slay- 
ish devotion of so many of our patres fa7niliafufii 
to buainess, and their consequent neglect of the re- 
finements and amenities of soeial life. Ho comments 
earnestly, on the frightfully premature manhood of 
our small boys. He says on this point, by way of 
illustration, that a morning or two previous, he had 
witnessed a lad, hardly two feet long, puffing away 
vigorously at a native American segar, of at least 
half that length ; and that; on stopping to remon- 
strate with him on such a course, the only reply the 
urchin made was, (putting his fingers to his nose,) 
* Yes-sir-ree, fourth since breakfast.' Ho speaks 
also of the sad neglect of works of art, throughout 
the country, and of the paucity of statues in the 
squares of our large cities ^ which, as an Athenian, 
he greatly misses. He also takes the government 
to task for their suicidal policy on the subject of the 
Tariff, being, he says, like his illustrious predecessor, 
Solon, a warm friend and advocate of Domestic In- 
dustry. 



The following is from a letter to Nubbina : 



i 
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"I just now ran agiiinst my queer, reckless friend 
Poor fellow, he was, as usual, terribly un- 



der the influence of drink. He rattled away in the 
most eccentric style ; saying some pretty pungent 
things, at times, more grotesque ones, and a great 
many, of course, that he had far better have kept to 
himself He is, indeed, a pretty hard case, and his 
future a painfully certain one. And yet, with all his 
folly and dissipation, he is such a good-natured, gen^ 
erous soul, that one can't help liking him. 

In the course of our interview, I jocosely alluded 
to certain little advances I had made him recently. 
He replied by asking me, if I was a good whistler. 
' For if you are,' said he, ' you will have ample oppor- 
tunity of exercising your talents in that line, on all 
the popular overtures of the day, and if not, time 
enough to master the art, before I'm in funds ! This 
was cool, certainly. 

He then went on to say, that he had been swind- 
led out of his little earnings, some time since, by a 
neferious Wall-street speculator, who had lied to him 
about the inexhaustible resources of a copper mine, 
somewhere near the antipodes, and that, in the full- 
ness of his faith, he had embarked his all therein, 
the very day before a terrific explosion of the whole 
concern. This statement, however, I confess, sound- 
ed to me very much Eke an extemporaneous and un- 



TO NUBBINS. 249 

alloyed fib. ' But/ said I, ^ how came you to run 
ttrough your little paternal inheritance, in such a 
foolishj furioua style T ' What pfiternal inheritance ? 
humbug. Not a penny did I ever receive from the 
old gentleman* Inheritancej indeed \ Aias, all that 
/ever inherited, was a propensity for strong drink. 
Charming property to hold, is it not? That kind of 
property J tooj seems to obey the canons of inberit- 
ancej as yoa lawyers call them, much more cheer- 
fully than any other. We descendants of iU us trio us 
families, are pretty sure of the gout and glory, but 
the lands and goods, somehow, prefer other channels.' 

* Well,' I repliedj ^ be that as it may, one thing is 
pretty clear ; you are not on the road to wealth now/ 

* Oh, no/ said he, * nOj but I am on the road to 
rmn ; aud^ as you evidently think, traveling behind 
a right fast nag, too. Well, well, there^s a crowd of 
us ; that's a comfort The avenue is black with 
travelers. Satan's recruiting officere seem to he 
much more cunning than the Lord^s* TAey never 
go home empty handed.' 

* How can you talk in this reckless, this abomin- 
able way ? I should really think, from the tone of 
your remarkSj that you considered all the duties of 
life mere jokesj and reaponsibihty an obsolete idea, 
For shamej my dear fellow^ for ahame I Wake up, 
now, and mend your ways. Make an honest effort 
to redeem your reriutation, pay your debta^ and — ' 
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* Pay my debts ! a pretty notion, to be sure. / 
pay my debts ! Why, my boy, I could no more live 
without them, than I could without my dram. A 
man must have something to think of, something to 
amuse himself with, in the morning, before jumping 
out of bed. Don't be so cruel.' 

* Pshaw, don't talk such trash.' 

But he would rattle on, and more wildly and ab- 
surdly than before. He wished, among other things, 
that the era of flying machines would arrive, in his 
day. He so longed to see a grand aerial encounter of 
a thousand or two winged bailiffs, with their victims. 
What a subject for a Sal va tor Rosa ! He then won- 
dered whether Gabriel Ravel ever discharged an ob- 
ligation. He wouldn't, if he had one-tenth part of 
his talent as an Acrobat. It would be so easy to 
dodge the deputy, by throwing somersets, jumping 
out of three-story windows, climbing to the top of 
lightning-rods, etc. He then asked me a legal ques- 
tion, full as ridiculous as one young Wiggins put the 
other day, i. e.. Whether service of process on defend- 
ant was good, said defendant standing on his head, 
at the time, surrounded by fireworks ? 

Ho continued this grotesque strain of remark for 
some time, saying many things, which, however ac- 
ceptable in a bar-room, and worthy of the applause 
of brother dram-drinkers, could not fail to wound the 
feelins:« of a sober-minded, consci^'**'*'^"*' """"^ 
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You will accuse me of levity, perhaps, my dear 
friend, in reporting these same absurdities, with so 
much appareut relish- On reflection, I fear that I 
must plead guilty to the charge. This is, indeed, no 
theme for jesting. No, no. Sad, sad spectacle, in- 
' deedj to behold a young man throwing himself away 
thusj wasting bis precious hours, neglecting his privi- 
leges, running away from all bis legitimate duties 
and affections, and rushing headlong to an early and 
inglorious end. A man of his abilities, too, and 
comely appearance, and good address ; that has so 
much in bim, that if duly cultivated, would render 
him not only useful, but highly ornamental to society. 
To see bim sacrificing talents and prospects like his, 
on such unworthy altars ; instead of strengthening 
and enlarging his faculties, by regular and methodi- 
cal studies, wasting tbem upon ilashy novels and 
flashier newspapers ; forsaking the glorious company 
of Shakspearo and Milton and Wordsworth, for that 
of Negro Melodists and caricaturists ; preferring the 
applause of a pot-house, and the admii-ation of a bro- 
tbelj to all tho privileges and endearments of home ; 
in a wordj turning the grand and solemn drama of 
life into a contemptible and pitiful extravaganza !^ 
Yesj my friend, you are right. Such a spectacle as 
this, is no theme for laughter* Clowns may grin at 
it ; knaves may sneer over it j but the blessed an^ela 
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above, what say they to such a terrible perveraion of 
God's good gifts, as this ? 

There is but one sight more painful than this, and 
that is, to behold an old man pursuing the same reck- 
less career ; forgetting his own dignity, turning his 
back upon all the decencies of life, and going carous- 
ing about the streets, showing his red, bloated face 
in theatres, and playing the buffoon in bar-rooms ; in- 
stead of spen(fing the eyening of his days in thought- 
ful tranquillity, and making his peace with his Maker, 
keeping company with harlots and horse-jockeys, 
singing the praises of dancing girls, and discussing 
the merits of prize-fighterrf: or if not exposing him- 
self thus disgracefully, at least privately degrading 
and ruining himself, making shipwreck of all his 
hopes, turning his house into a hell ; wilfully and 
deliberately immolating himself, soul, body and estate, 
on the altar of the fiend. Rum, or that still more sub- 
tle, cruel demon. Opium. 

Ah, my friend, why will men persist in such fear- 
ful, fatal courses 1 Why will they thus keep plant- 
ing thorns in their own pillows, and in those of their 
kindred ? By what cunning sorcery of Satan is it, 
that one whom God has endowed with beauty, and 
genius, to whom he has given friends, and a glorious 
theatre for the exercise of his abilities, will, never- 
theless, deliberately mar his own comeliness, take all 



ECCENTRICITIES OP WAGGLES. 253 

its lustre from his eye, all nobility from his counte- 
nance, blot out his Maker's own superscription, fill 
his heart with bitterness and anguishj his memory 
Tvith thorns and nettles, surrender his imagination 
to foul, hideous spectres^ ay, madly pull to pieces the 
glorious fabric of his understanding, and reduce all 
within him to wihl anarchy and chaos ? What would 
we say to the man, who would wantonly dash against 
the pavement J a delicate Geneva watch, that master- 
piece of human skill and invention, without one look 
of regard or reverence for its fair faccj ita exquisite 
machinery, its beautiful ministration a unto human 
comfort? Would we not shrink back^ in horror and 
disgustj from such a wretch? And yet, how feeble 
an image is this, of the mad act of self-mutilatioa 
and destruction, of which the drunkard is guilty ! 

But I am at the end of my sheet, whereat I doubt 
notj yoii rejoice greatly, I began this epistle, I con- 
fess, in a somewhat reckless and mocking spirit ; I 
conclude it, as too many of the (so-called) frolics of 
the world are apt to concludej in sadness and self- 
reproach. Addio." 

The extract that follows, ia from a queer epistle to 
his friend Wiggins : 

" Waggles looked in, a few moments since. H© 
didn't altogether seem the picture of happiness. On 
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the contrary, he was decidedly nervous and fidgety. 
He was arrayed in rather tight black garments, with 
white vest, patent leather boots, and white choker ; 
a costume which he does not greatly relish, nor par- 
ticularly shine in. There was no avoiding it, how- 
ever, on this occasion ; for he was inextricably in- 
volved, (as second groomsman, I believe,) in a wed- 
ding ceremony, and any attempt to dodge his duties, 
at that late hour especially, would have covered him 
with infamy forever. 

The very first words he uttered on entering, were, 
*Do I look like the infernal fool, I feel?' I, of 
course, endeavored to comfort him ; told him that he 
glittered like the morning star, cheering and decora- 
ting the sphere he moved in, etc ; to all which, he 
most ungraciously replied, Get out. He then pro- 
ceeded to give himself a thorough inspection in the 
glass ; he was evidently not at all charmed with the 
result, and I regret to add, cursed successively every 
article of attire he had on. Especially did he, and 
in his own absurd, whimsical style, blaspheme his 
gloves ; wished to heaven that the kid was still on 
the back of its original '"vner, and that that owner 
was, at that very motLeri"-. frisking about among the 
Himalayas, and that Lo. Waggles, was there with 
him. He then proceeded to curse the very organi- 
zation of society itself 9ni every usage of polite life; 
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said he had always longed for the freshness of feel- 
ing, and freedom from restraint, of the nomadic state ; 
that he thought it far more suited to the development 
of the manlj virtuea ; that he really helieved Eed 
Jacket was a greater and better man than Washing- 
toTij etc. He added, that it was perfectly absurd to 
call this a land of freedom, while a man's neck was 
incarcerated in such a cravat as he then had on^ and 
his feet iraprisanod in such infernally tight boots .-^^ 
He concluded his absurdities, by fervently thanking 
his Maker, that there was no such thing as marry- 
ing or giving in marriage^ aloft. He then asked for 
a little weak brandy and water, without whiehj he 
said, he should never be able to ^ face the music' 

Unfortunate Waggles ! And yet, I must confess, 
I enjoyed his distress ; far too much, for a consistent 
Christian. He evidently spoke from a fall heart — 
He would have given worlds to have got out of the 
scrape. He would have been cheerfully resigned to 
almost any domestic calamity in the family either of 
bride or groom, that would have postponed the cere- 
mony. An intervening convulsion of nature, or con- 
fiaf^ration, or even deluge, would have been welcomed 
by him. So terribly averse is he to being at all con- 
spicuous on occasions of this sort. 

He has the same emphatic dislike of funerals. He 
expressed himself, at great length, on that subject, 
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tlie other day. He said, among other sensible things, 
that he wouldn't even go to his own, if he could help 
it ; confessed that he had recently declined acting as 
a pall-bearer, on the ground of a purely fictitious 
chronic rheumatism; he added, that, to be sure, there 
seemed to be some excuse for such ceremonies, when 
a burning and shining light went out, like a Clay or 
Wellington, but that in the case of nine thousand 
nine hundred and ninety-nine of the ten thousand 
occupants of the Directory, funeral rites were most 
egregious and expensive humbugs ; that the last 
time he took a rrde in a procession of that nature, 
the other three co-occupants of the carriage, so far 
from making the remotest allusions to the character 
or eyen property of the deceased, were furiously dis- 
cussing the respectiye claims of Lewis Cass and 
Zackary Taylor, to the highest office in the gift of 
the people, and moreover betting freely on the result 
of {he approaching struggle. He gave other illus- 
trative anecdotes upon this point, of a still more 
piquant character, and finally remarked that, in view 
of the whole ground, he had given his friends most 
explicit directions, that in sending the usual announce- 
ment to the papers, at the time of his departure, the 
words, No Funeral, should be annexed, in large 
capitals. 
Thus did he on this, thus does he on all themes, 
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potir out a flood of eccentricities and absurdities. — 
You alonCj mj dear Wigging, surpass him in the ex- 
tent, volubility, and extravagance of jour whimsi- 
calitiea. 

I have no doubt. Dr. f of the 57th Street 

Presbyterian Church, thinks you both, and myself 
also, three of the moat desperate, God-abandoned 
sinner a in the hemisphere ; to which we all reply^ 
with cordial unanimity, 'You be hanged 1' 

P. S. I deem it my duty to inform you, that the 
Hudson still continues to pursue its stately course 
unto the sea, notwithstanding the demise of — ■ , 
late President of the Popocatepetl Health Insurance 
Company, The statements to the contrary, in a 
certain mendacious and ill-natured journal, are utter- 
ly without foundation/' 

The elder Wiggins thus writes him, in the summer 
of 1840. A regard for truth forces me to aay, that 
the date and post-mark of the epistle do not agree : 

Caug-hnaiaagaj 4 CorwerSj Aug. 18, 1840- 
Venerated Friends 

I write you from this sweet retreat, simply be- 
cause 1 swore I would when we parted ; but, hang me, 
if I was ever so cornered for epistolary data, before, 
in thp whole course of my Efe. I am here oa buai- 
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ness, of course. No pleasure-traveler woidd squan- 
der a second of his short life, on such a hole as this. 
Its name, it must be confessed, is an impressiye one, 
though rather difficult for a foreigner to do justice to. 
It is the only impressive thing, however, within can- 
non-shot. The scenery is execrably flat and insipid. 
Even Wordsworth, who could make a very pig-pen 
poetical, would have to knock under here. The tav- 
ern is among the very worst in our favored land. 
The beds are hard, the fare harder, and the apple- 
jack at the bar, (the only liquor in either of the four 
townships that touch at this point,) the hardest arti- 
cle to take that I ever encountered. I am convinced 
that the due circulation of that apple-jack would do 
more to promote the cause of temperance, than any 
amount of popular oratory. The newspapers of the 
establishment are very sparse, and very stale. No 
horse-pond was ever half so stagnant as the mind 
of the landlord. He means to do one good thing, 
however, if he lives, for which I give him credit, and 
that is, to vote for Old Tippecanoe in November. I 
didn't embarrass him by asking his reasons. I have ' 
just had a little chat with the village doctor. He 
seems a worthy soul, though I confess I shouldn't 
like to have any very obstinate or complicated dis- 
order lay hold of me, during my stay. From the 
eagerness with which he accepted a segar I offered 
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him, I am compelled to draw unfavorable inferences 
as to the origin and properties of those sold at the 
bar. 

I was just thinking what a resident of old Baby- 
lon, in her palmy days, would have Baid to a spot 
like this ; or how a citizen, accustomed to the mag- 
nificent spectacle presented by ' royal Londouj in 
luxuriant M^iy,' would receive a proposition to spend 
the evening of life hero. Between ourselves, I don't 
think Napoleon could have ever been contented to 
stop, even long enough to change horses. A young 
married couple ought to be all in all to each other 
here, for heaven knows there is nothing in the sur- 
roundings to call them off from their endearments. 

And yctj my dear friendjlot me be just. I really 
do thinkj I could get far more interested in Edwards 
on the Will J in Caughuawaga, than I possibly could 
on the Lake of Como. And though I do not believe 
any historical event ever did, or by any possibtliEy 
win, originate here, I can conceive of no place where 
a thorough course of historical reading would be less 
likely to bo disturbed. 

The mosquitoes are not very numerous in this sec- 
tion, but they fully make up in zeal and intrepidityj 
for any deficiency in forces. They bit me all through 
the night, last night, driving off sleep far more effec- 
tually than remorse itself. I couldn't help contrast- 
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ing the energy, and persistency of their nocturnal 
labors, with the dullness and listlessness of their 
yictims through the day. In any other village in 
the land, I could have got through the business that 
called me here, in a couple of hours, but I foresee 
two more dreary days ahead. 

I attended church yesterday morning, but noty I 
am constrained to say, unto edification. The servi- 
ces were very spiritless, and the preacher no rela- 
tion to St Paul. His subject was the utter unavail- 
ableness of good works alone, to secure salvation. 
He was just fifty-seven minutes upon it ; a most in- 
judicious length, I thought, considering that the 
thermometer, had there been one in the village, 
would have ranged in the neighborhood of ninety. 
Indeed, from the suspicious stillness of seven-eighths 
of the congregation, and the restlessness of the re- 
mainder, I couldn't help feeling that the effort in 
question was, spiritually speaking, an unproductive 
one. Nor should I like to have exchanged a fifty 
cent piece for the proceeds of the collection that was 
taken up after it. 

Do you not agree with me, my excellent friend, 
that all preaching ought to be suspended during the 
dog-days i If we had the powers of endurance of 
angels, accustomed as they are to out-door exposure, 
in all weathers, the case would be different ; but I 
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cGnfes&3 I don't think WHtfield himself could hare 
alarmed my consciencej or Jeremy Taylor secured 
my attcntiouj yesterday, 

^ That will do J Wiggins, You haye Bcrihbled off 
aha urdi ties enough for one sitting,' Soj my friend^ 
you are doubtless saying at this very moment. Most 
true, Bnt you must reraemher where I write from ; 
a place Tvithout even a barber's shop ; the postmas- 
ter whereof is likewise its grocer, apothecary, and 
bookseller ; a place where the very menageries won't 
condescend to stop over night ; where, as the doctor 
above referred to, told me yesterday, he didn't be- 
lieve a fish had been caught within the last twelve- 
month, or an ounce of lead discharged at bird or 
squirrel In the last ten years. Indeed, the ooly evi- 
dence I can detect, of anything in the shape of re- 
creation having ever taken place in the village, is the 
ruins of a bowling alley behind the house^long since 
surrendered to the pigs and chickens. What a spot 
for Byron ! How the Duke of Devonshire would 
relish it 1 When I think of Chatsworthj and then 
of this and the contiguous townships, 1 confess I am 
puzzledj and the problem of human destiny seems 
farther from solution than ever. One more remark, 
dear W., and I will release you ; and that is, that if 
an angel were straiglitway to appear before me, and 
say, * Come now, Wiggins, take your pick. I here- 
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by oflFer yon ten short years of life in Paris, on the 
one hand, and ten terms, each long as Methnsaleh's, 
in Caughnawaga 4 Corners, on the other,' I should 
instantly reply, the former. And so no more at 
present from your old fool of a friend." 

The next extract is from a letter to Nubbins : 

" Our excellent and eccentric friend has 

just left me, after a long interview ; I was going to 
say conversation, but somehow or other, he managed, 
in spite of me, to keep the floor about forty-nine 
fiftieths of the time. 

The doctrine which he, with his customary ardor, 
was endeavoring to force upon me, was this : that 
there was no faith in the world, religious or other- 
wise, worthy of consideration, but what was a deduc- 
tion of the understanding. He didn't seem to like it 
at all, that I would not be brought to swallow this 
unqualified and all sweeping proposition ; while I, on 
the other hand, I confess, couldn't help wondering 
how a man of his intelligence and acuteness could 
have ever advanced it. 

No faith worth having, but what is a deduction of 
the understanding ! What then are the poor cooks 
and chambermaids to do, and all the hard-working 
men and women of the earth, whom God has given 
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but a poor penny-worth of understanding, at bestj 
and who have neither time nor means to cultivate 
that little ? Where are the poor things to go, and 

what have you to offer them in exchange for those 
soul-comforting superatitionSj which you thus sum- 
marily demolish? What ble&aed atring of abstract 
proposition 3 do you propose sub stitu ting, as a stay 
and staff unto tbemj in thoir hours of sorrowj and 
sickness, and death, for a bleeding Saviour and a 
Mother in heaven ? What philosophical analysis of 
opinions do you intend holding up, as a stimulus to 
the self-sacrificing labors of the humble Sisters of 
Mercy, when you have thus, in one little sentencej 
swept into oblivion the sacred rites, and mysteries, 
and symbols, and legends, that have been as lamps 
unto their feet^ jind lights unto their path^ in their 
ceaseless ministrations unto human wretchedness ? 
What beautiful and orderly array of maxims and of 
doctrines do you stand ready with^ to fill the vacuum, 
after having thus deprived our bibles of nine- tenths 
of their contents, by this unceremonious dismissal of 
every text that will not come within the grasp of our 
feeble intellects and narrow experience 1 Are not 
these, my friend, among the inevitable results of such 
a proposition as the above ? It really seems to mo 
that the announcement of it, in this unqualified shape, 
would hardly be becoming and appropriate, even in 
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an assembly of seraphim. Even they can hardly be 
supposed to have solved all the problems of the Uni* 
verse ; bat for frail, feeble man to take such groan<}, 
and to insist upon the application of such a doctrine 
as this, to human opinions and conduct, is jnost un* 
reasonable, nay, preposterous. You have only to 
carry it out, and the Sible would be of little more 
value as a devotional book, than the Practical Navi- 
gator itself, and the demonstration of a proposition 
in Euclid quite as appropriate a pulpit exercisi^, as 
an appeal to the throne of grace. 

I am aware, dear N., that you put a very low val- 
uation upon my theological opinions, and so I say HO 
more on this part of the doctrine ; but bear with qiQ 
for a moment, while I apply it to other kinds of feith,* 
Th^ faith, then, that friend has in friend, that tke 
wife has in her husband, the child in its parent, th^ 
servant in his master ; that faith that Old Adam 
bears witness to, when he says. 

Master, go on, and I will follow thee, 
To tho last gaspi with trath and loyalty ; 

the faith which makes Desdemona say, 

trnkindness may do mnch, 
And his nnkindness may defeat my lifb, 
Bat ney^r taint my love ; 
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that unquestioning, soul-absorbing, heart-surrender- 
ing faith which the good subject hath in his good 
king, the patriot in his good cause, the exile in his 
Fathor-Land \ the faith that lays its head upon the 
block, without a murmur, to redeem its friend; that 
chains the slave to his dying master's bed-side ; that 
defies alike the heat of the tropics and the terrors of 
the pole, while searching for the loved and lost ; do 
notj in the name of all that is dear and sacred^ do 
not confound an all- sustaining, mountain-removing, 
miracle-TVorking faith like this, with that which is & 
mere creature of the understanding. Do not .bring 
it down to the level of those operations, whereby we 
arrive safely at the end of a mathematical problem, 
or test the truth of a logarithm, or follow at the 
heels of a labyrinthine argument in chancery. 

The faith that piloted Columbus, that gdded the 
pencil of Eaffaelle, and the chisel of Michael Ange- 
lo, that makes discovererSj poets, heroes, martyrs, 
do not thus wilfully neglect and dishonor itj while 
chanting the praises of that which merely deals in 
cube roots and conic sections^ almanacs and annuity- 
tables. Do, for heaven a sake, make some little dis- 
tinction between your Bible and your DaboU, your 
Shakspeare and your City Directory. Do not shed 
all your tears over a yolume of Congressional docu- 
ments, but reserve a few, at least, for the dear old 
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Vicar of Wakefield. Make an honest effort to de- 
tect, if you can, in the pages of Rosamond Gray, an 
hundredth part of those beauties that so rivet your 
gaze, in the leaves of that veteran bank-book. 

But, dear Nubbins, I -spare you any further dis- 
cussion of this subject, at present. I was going, at 
first, to apologize for this feeble attempt to smuggle 
a sermon into a letter ; but when I reflected upon 
the frightful length, abominable sentiments, and still 
more abominable handwriting, of your last to me, and 
above all upon the amount of postage which it cost me, 
I speedily retracted, and do hereby retract the same, 
nay, regret that I have not doubled the dose. Adieu." 

The passage that follows, is from a letter to his 
friend Waggles : 

" I did a thing yesterday, dear W., which my wife 
reproved me for, afterwards, with a good deal of elo- 
quence* Allow me to state the facts to you. You 
must know, then, that I was going, at the tim$, with 
Mrs. W..upon my arm, and the youngsters behind 
us, to our accustomed place of worship, when just as 
we were within about fifty yards of the church, a des- 
perate fight suddenly sprung up, of the most san- 
guinary and exciting nature, between two superb 
Newfoundland dogs of the neighborhood, which of 
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course deeply interested all the by-passers. I there- 
upon told my wife to go ahead with the childreiij and 
that I would soon overtake them, intimatingj some- 
what jesuitically, an intention to help part the com- 
batants ; my real motiyej I confess, being an unwilting- 
neas to lose sight of so grand a spectacle* Tho en- 
counter was a long and bloody onoj notwithstanding 
the attempts of owners and others to separate them. 
Indeed, before it was fairly over, and the excitement 
had subsided, a good half hour had elapsed ; by 
which time the services of the sanctuary had so far 
advanced that I thought it hardly the thing, espe- 
cially in my excited state of mind, to disturb them 
by entering, I remained quietly outsidej thereforej 
till the church was out. On rejoining Mrs. W,j she 
expressed the utmost indignation at my conduct ; 
said she was perfectly disgusted at the lowneea of 
my tastes ; to think that I should thus willfully neg- 
lect my duly to my Maker, for the sake of seeing a 
paltry dog- fight ; she wondered, toOj how I could 
possibly set such an abominable example to mj chil- 
dren ; in a word, ahe gave me a most forcible and 
effective scolding. 

I must confess, ray dear Waggles, that I cannot 
altogether justify my course. It was a reprehensi- 
ble oDSj and the motive I alleged for it at the time, 
ivas not the true one. Had I been a Hogarth, ooWi 
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still more a Landsccr, there might have heen some 
shadow of an excuse for me ; for there certainly were 
several tableaux got up, in the course of the struggle, 
that any artist might have studied with profit. Or 
had I been a poet, in search of similes for some forth- 
coming epic or tragedy, my conscience would not 
have reproached me with the same keenness. As it 
is, I must plead guilty to Mrs. W.'s accusation. Yes, 
I was in quest of that low excitement, which a fight 
of any kind, human, canine, feline, or porcine, never 
fails to furnish. To my shame be it spoken, I take 
an interest in such exhibitions. Nay, I have even 
looked more than once with criminal relish, upon a 
terrible broomstick encounter, as well of passionate 
maidens, as of venerable matrons, in the Eternal City, 
and other parts of classic Italy, not to speak of simi- 
lar entertainments at the Five Points. 

The more I reflect upon it, the more convinced am 
I, my dear friend, that man is by nature a sanguina- 
ry creature. Most boys are cruel. Most men love 
to shed blood, and to look on while others are shed- 
ding it. Humiliating as the fact is, yet who dare 
deny it? Yes, we take a fierce, savage delight in 
seeing it flow, alike from sword and lancet, alike in the 
shambles and on the battle-field ; from the tens of 
thousands of slaughtered victims of a Cannae or a 
Waterloo, as well as from the noses of the first couple 
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of pugnacious school boys, that we stumble over in 
the streets. We love to read about it in histories, and 
to gaze upon it in battle-pieces. The greatest butch- 
er that ever cursed the earthy 13 he not the very mam 
whose biography h devoured with the greatest avi- 
dity, by young and old, and in all the languages of 
Earth? The poetj ia he not more inspired than 
everj when he einga about it, and does not the histP 
rian lay out all his strength upon his battles ? The 
man that sheds the most of it, has he not always 
been the idol of the women 1 Have not earth's gay? 
est garlands been woven for him, art's proudest tro- 
phies been erected in his honor 1 Military gloryj does 
it not sweep everything before it in all popular elec- 
tions ? The words that appertain to war and blood- 
shed, how large a part are they of every language t 
Why, the Old Testament 18 full of carnage, and the 
glorious Psalms themselveSj are they not crowded 
with warlike imagery ? Even in these days of com- 
parative light and peace, as we are so fond of styl- 
ing them, what a fearful amount of bloodshed is go- 
ing on all round us ! How crowded are the journala 
with murders and duels, and suicides ! Even in thia 
enlightened metropolis, while the lectures of learned 
divines and professors are delivered to comparatively 
empty bencheSj how uniformly numerous and enthu* 
siastic a gathering ib there, at every cock-fight that 
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comes ofif ! Nay the wisest and best of ns, do wo 
not often read the bloody details of a prize-fight unto 
llie end, with considerable relish, even while pro- 
nouncing them the most brutal and disgusting of all 
exhibitions ? Has it not been so, will it not be so, 
while Earth continues to spin ? I belieye it. 

But you will say, this is an unsound, unwhole- 
rome, anti-christian doctrine ; one that ought not to 
be harped upon thus, as discouraging all honest 
effort after amendment, as thwarting all hearty, ear* 
nest combination for bringing about a brighter and 
better future. 

I admit the force of the argument. I feel too, how 
presumptuous, how worthless are the specuktions^ 
eten of wise men, about that future, and especially 
those of a frail, ignorant sinner, like myself. At the 
same time, I believe the facts to be as above stated. 
I cannot see that the reign of peace on earth aild 
good will to men is any nearer than ever ; that the 
T^orld is substantially wiser and better to-day, than 
it was when the Hebrews flourished ; any freer fi^m 
temptation and sin and sorrow. The battle of life is 
as hard a one to fight, as ever ; the victory over evil 
alas, as seldom gained as ever. While Civilization 
and Christianity have mended our manners, and 
sharpened our wits, and embellished and diversified 
the outside of life, who will say that they have gain^ 
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any permanent conquests over the appetites and pas- 
sions within us ? Who' will say that there is pot as 

much straggling for power j and fame, and land^ and 
money J and the pleasures that money coramandSj in 
this age and nation, as ever there was in Babylon or 
Rome ? We may not rush into hloody warSj with 
the same eagerness and intensity, but do we not in 
our hearts idolize military glory, and follow at the 
heela of successful soldiers, with the same hurras 
and throwing up of caps, aa ever? I believe it, and 
I believe it will be so_, till the last trumpet sounds. 

And why expect it to be otherwise ? Why look 
forward to any permanent amendment in these mat- 
ters ? Why fondly hope to turn earth into heaven ? 
What right ha%^e we, in this the first stage of our 
spiritual career, to suppose that we can attain unto 
those developments of character, either for good or 
evil, that belong to later ones ? It is as unreasona- 
ble as to ask for a course of collegiate studies^ in an 
infant school. Yes, the hest of us, what are we but 
big babies ; and we must he treated accordingly. Our 
knowledge must he of the most limited^ elementary 
sort ; our discipline must he that which appeals cli- 
rectl V to the senses ; cake and orange for the good 
children, rods for the offenders* There may be modi- 
fications, more or less important^ in that discipline ; 
there may be more or less comforts and conveniences 
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for the scholars ; bat still the same primary school, 
the same narrow range of lessons, the same tender, 
feeble understandings to cope with them, the same 
noisy, turbalent, sensual sports, out of school hours, 
the same froward natures and mischievous propensi- 
ties, the same necessity for the vigilant eye and 
strong arm of the teacher. Is not this, my friend, 
though faint and imperfect, yet a fair picture of hu- 
man life, in all ages ? 

What remains beyond ; through what varieties of 
untried being, we are to be conducted, in the course 
of our spiritual education ; whether or not, there be 
a point in that spiritual progress, at which the sin- 
ful soul loses all power of self-recovery, and is per- 
force borne onward, onward, till it becomes a perfect 
fiend, at last ; what, and how exalted are the employ- 
ments and duties, and joys, that appertain unto the 
state of perfect seraph ; these are speculations which, 
perhaps, could hardly be dwelt upon with propriety 
or profit, by one, a hundred-thousand-fold wiser and 
better than your old friend, W." 

The above is all I shall venture to transcribe at 
present, from the correspondence of my departed and 
ever-lamented kinsman. While forming but a small 
portion of it, it is, I think, a fair specimen of the 
whote, and sufficiently betrays the mental charao- 
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teristics of the writer. Having already spoken 
briefly on this point, I feel that it would hardly be 
becoming to say more, on this occasion. 

As to the former part of this little volume, for 
which the Editor is more immediately responsible, it 
would be still more obviously improper and inappro- 
priate for him to go into any detailed statements con- 
cerning it. Thus much however he will gay^ that on 
submitting it, in conjunction with the epistolary por- 
tions, to his friends and brother -members of the 
Whimsical Society, their verdict ivus a favorable one. 

He first went with it to brother Scroggina^ who^ 
after a deliberate surveyj remarkedj ^ I consider it 2, 
pre-eminently thoughtfulj truthfu], earnest^ well-con- 
eidered, instructive little volume,' As he said this, 
he helped himselfj very iireely, from the Editor's 
segar-case. 

Still more grattfjing was the opinion of the elder 
Wiggins. ^ Just what the community most wantSj 
at this particular juncture. Especially, will every 
devotee to statistics bo charmed with the work* 

The younger Wiggins said, * With the single ex- 
ception of Flavius Josephus, I know of no such mine 
of precious historical information.' 

* I have no manner of doubt,' said Dobbins, throw- 
ing up about a tea spoonful of snuff into his capacious 

nostril&j as he seid 80, ' that ingenuous youth will be 
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consulting its pages, as a college text-book, three 
thousand years hence.' 

* The book of the ceutury,' muttered Hopkins. 
Keep your secret,' whispered Simpkins, * or else 

all the publishers in town will be at your heels.' 

* I shall go in for at least fifty copies,' said Quiz- 
zico ; ' information like this, ought to be circulated 
throughout the land. Authorities, which Gibbon, 
Hallam, and Macaulay have all overlooked, are here 
cited, showing the intense research of the author.' 

Muggins observed, that every page revealed the 
earnest seeker after truth. He should give it a 
place in his library, right alongside of the Practical 
View of Wilberforce. 

Atkins returned it, with the remark, that in the 
present frightful and unexampled dearth of new pub- 
lications, ajtj/ work, almost, would be acceptable to 
the reading world. How much, more so, then, a clear, 
unvarnished narrative of valuable facts, like this ! — 
Every Historical Society of every land, ought to 
secure a copy. 

But the Editor will not repeat ail the pleasant 
things that were said to him, by his friends and asso- 
ciates. After such cordial and unanimous expres- 
sions of approbation, he feels that he would be run- 
ning away from the discharge of a solemn duty, were 
he longer to withhold the volume in question, from 
an enlightened and liberal community. 
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Whoeyer the antlKV may be, boweyer, and wbateyer may bo bis bodHy etate^ 
he baa cleariy no need of a physician to ** minister to a mind diseased." In an 
intellectual sense, the "invalid" lays about him with uncommon vigor, ntterina 
novel opinions with boldness, wit tempered by wisdom, and wisdom sharpenea 
with wiL^J/ome Journal 

He shows a sensibility to the beantiAil, and a heart to love what is noble and 
tme. We have Ibllowc'd the wanderings of bis min I, often with the deepest at> 
tention, always with interest "We have once or twice, caught outlives m sap 
posing that the writer of the ** Reveries of a Bachelor*^ might have bad a hand m 
the authorsnip. — Evening Post 

This work reminds ns of the ** Reveries of a Bachelor," thnt much>read and 
justly commended work of Ike MarveU The "Musings of an Invalid," like the 
*' Iteverles of a Bachelor," show great perception of character, as well as a veiy , 
happy faculty o( conveying his impressions tatlie reader. No one can read this 
work without positive benefit, and acqu'uriug more enlarged and truer ideas of the 
value of life. — Gazette of Vie Uuivn, 

A better book than the "Eeveries of a Bachelor."— I>(iy Book. 

Those who have read the " Lorgnette" papers and " Reveries of a Bachelor," 
by Ike Marvel, with pleasure, c«n not bat enjoy those " Multcrings and Musings," 
and ail who read them, will credit them with great merits. — Kew Yorker, 

IDs pages are not without wisdom. They are crowded with terse and vigoroiia 
oentences, and prove a reflecting mind a4d a philosophic nature. — Christian 
Ej>anuner, 

This is one of the roost deliehtAil books we have looked hito. There is no mis- 
taking the source of these "Musings;" they spring from a kindly heart and an 
original, refined intellect. To us lliey seem like the "Reveries" of an old ac- 
quaintance (Ike 'Miax\K\.y—Monmig Star. 

Rarely have we been treated to so fVesh, piquant, and nervous a yolnme. 
Every sentence is bold, startling, and replete with vigor, and bears the impress of 
a keen, sensible, and original mind. — Lan-g Mand &ar. 

This book is something altogether unique in the literary world. One moment 
it reminds us of Charles Lamb, then of some other writer who has charmed us ; 
but in the end we are compelled to fall back upon the conviction, that it is de- 
cidedly original. It is full of the deepest and most wholesome thought, while a 
vein of the richest humor enthralls jou. These " Musing" must be the thmightt 
of a sick chamber — the veritable sittings of no ordinary mind, breaking loose Irom 
disease now and then, as a fair struggle is g^iven between the strong mind and a 
feeble body. The man who wrote this volume must be well worth knowing, if 
his identity could be once established. To chat with a mind like that, one hour 
each day, would be a treat indeed. We have quite set our heart ou finding out 
who the author is. This bears evidence of being his first literary effort; may the 
rest only equal it. — Peterion^e Zadie$'' HatUynal Maga0lne. 
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OPINIONS OF THB PEKSS. 

"The Musings of an Invalid," by the same writer, were well received by care- 
ful and judicions critics, and are gaining fbr their unknown author an enviable 
reputation. The present work will, we pre<lict, secure a still wider popularity. 
and be more acceptable to that class of readers who appreciate wcll-urawn ana 
fidthfUl strictar>e of the fiishionable foibles of moderrf society, written io a forcible, 
piqoant style.— Jftfro/Mnts* Moffonine, 
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Oth AtienUort hoa beea called to tills bnok, becanae U has b«ea eevfretly aliased 
In «cnAEn nuartii^Ri, vIiltc «t cry Ih-lbj^ which la not mdlcnl^ or wlitc:h dwA no| 
BQvnf (if JiiHik'Iity nnd tJiif; " I'miiTiv^'i" wliji^h in ideTillf:''al yr\ih nn atTempt li> 4&* 
Btni}' ail tjii^ i!uit.rtufliiiu) uf tivjkL^L|i..|; mid rt^llgiuDf U b.nbituallLjr i^ondt-'mDed. Wa 
ctinftftfi (Jiat tin; thif djil iii>t uitiyli [>i'<ff^rif'?i'jss us In fitvor of llin worft ; hatvfl 
mukl iL]»a c^mriwiUiat having onci.^ i.^pi^iii'd It, w^ vf^r)' B^x.'^n srrired a4 tL^ i^dat^lu- 
Blrin that it la rrne af tlin vet\' bi't^t br^ikn of Llif ila^n aud (hat the authuf, wfajO I| 
iinkn^i'wn ui 119, l>i asi^Lircdl/jt (Uitn uf ito i»nliiiary iiroinlae, A3 & H't-'^iB^n ^ 
n^n'tt^ni HIKE inmy, Lhia litUu l>«K>k Ima rarel^f he{.^in ex^t^cllcid* And the author not 
oiiEy tliiribd »{)Uii(iU- and c!udH^rvatiyi.'ly iipov. all flUbjc^^t^,, hut ho wrttCA wtth a vigor 
auJ ilSfi-ctni;«a which arp exeeyrllnjriy refreshing in thltf age pfftflffi&i?/ /;(»fliffyi»m» 

]f tlji^ri^ l>f any Hiult t'> dTMl n kh tlK? aiilbijff ft Is lu Uui i^ycrlty ttt Ms Hjirtjjuim 
Bn4 thi; nn^pariri^ manm-r la %hlch he ]Mhea Ihv fi^Hcvt vnd vlce«t ii^ivl ikhfturd- 
ilies i^r t\iv day. But even thiii Ih atanecl for In Uw rnmily Am) ft-^f kisa iitf#^nse of 
ri^lit iind of the oM-fiiAhtovicil prtncklplet of rellgloa lutd ifqultf whldd pervadei 
tb^ff IhwIch— ^'Ifi^ York Omritr mtd fn^Mirar. 

'We i]£>ttccd at Bnnie lebj^th and with di^dld^ l^ror, thi4 prcTlnna frork by tbifl 
authr>r, till' "Miiein^ of an Invullrt/' I'tK" inralin^ ha« laid a^idt) hE« tihaoiber 
neiififfi^ end c<iiinu r-jrthuft qudtti ik stout a ad eapuptla mciii. 

Thf jt>ri:-?<'iit wtjrk haa nJlI the apLrU uC Its pTL^dtit-'ewf^i and a Air broader mngB« 
It lA ftifi (if pithjf thou (ill [3 and 4hnrn sjiTlnpi. Tho touo of the hook \a emraBBtf 
Knii* f3n tht^ wlinlq^ kbidly, rcJtHMtnti to all huarty worktira, and somewhbi «ava^ 
U[j4va all ambUioEid thi:i:»riflL^--<.'AH!<i^ciiii Incfuifvr. 

Til [ft new volume k woiHiy nf the reputation noqnlrcd by Its piipcje^wiaor, and 
will eonaldembiy incnwiB't' lh<? publlo desire to learn the name of the antlior. H© 
wriftlnly wlold^ hl^pen with a raro ci>mbinatioti of gtace and y^i^r.—nttti^rQ 
Siti^fday VUit&r. 

We do not know when we liHVi !>ee!i more ectertnlined than hy the readinjr of 
thifl hiK>k. It fuiae to oa unheralded Eriim an uminymnuA iouree. Wo opened % 
tnhjnding nliiiply tit ^hneo nt EIm> »^>ntonta, and If tlje>" were altraollVL^ to Itiy tho 
v^tJuaie imldu tJiT future examlnatiua and notlee. We had reckoned without our 
hut^L TlM^ (lr*.t ffW ^keteliA's completely enchanted nn^ and we Jntiind ouraelve* 
iplriiAd atitng fKio:i T^^^^ ^^ PQC<-N t'^i^n to th^ eiMl^ The oontentfi embrace ahoft 
ehnni<'r9, tlic *iiEj|ectit of which are gt-nerally snip^j^t'itod by t|io {lolnjETii of the day 
In hir^^ clLleft. Thv thjjui;htii are oripiniLl, and thi^^y are tixpreencd in ecjuatly 
orl^Fltitd Ian ^111 (fp. Siircai^ra U a promineni Cbatnre' nf the Ijrujfe; emreasmi Uvi^ of 
Uh^ ran^st ijuuHEy. It also abounds Jo wit imd humor of tho by&t quality.--" 
Chufch^n Bisfirfgj Phil,* 

Thd rich Sold chosen by the authot ffives ftill pTay to bis ^iftjroiaa and orlKfnal 
mlnd^ an«l pIquniiL T\t niTvnua flJyki, Those who hdVe TK"S)d Uk- " MtiBings," xi^^H 
nori: W tipld [hpil ht* Is |u*t the nsun to (df^n and bind np un mlniltahlifi cLieafur 
" Whinxulcul Fandea," II* piTU*al vlll Iflke tho ttimu oflThe fsiee or^'dql]; care^^ 
and iliereby ^becr and leny;t}ieii liTe, b^esidea vermin unic^bn|^ many wise, fitrLkiug, 
end IniprovabU? t]iouj>bl9.— .flurnpAdjn/jffon Detftt^^nit, 

Wo nro plE^dApd with thijs b<wjk. There lj a qiininlnr^^ abont U tbnt 3f almott 
unrhnllrt^ The sntlrc la gtutkimanly, yet sufflrlLnlly pun^eut: and the ottditlctt 
arc rather more^jaainl than grotf-sque. The author 'ha^i luo mach fttlingtHi }y^ 
ft*vffc. and too much gcncrodlty of •oul to mi^R-prcBent — IItir(fi/M DaUy 



This is R T«7 clerpr book* by an aatbor* whiwio ptpyIous work, mentioned In 
Ihe tSlle pBKt\ ha* &£M.'nred fitr hi to a ftivonibl^i rcfujt'ptkm uii tlij^ h\% ft^tviid ap- 
pcamnce. The bkelehes nrp lively itnd spTrltcd* ntid iho ri^fli^ctTtHf** liave tho grrtt 
rceommendflticm of never betng tiresome^ da seuslblu rL-Qeellana 30 often are, — 
2f, i: Er^ning Post 

There Is a. vein of qnlrtT kwn wU ninnlnpi thronjjh Iblii liookn. thnt boliln thO 
rcadt r ait by a cbjurm. The niithor Ifl cvrLfiifjIy a t^ninft or nn'omnuMi 4>rdiT -. nnd 
thoMicb tiij miwltfitly (^;>nceiila his nimie^ wo can not doubt Ll^jit be hui en k- red on 
■ oftrtHir of nuUiomhlp ttm« wm «wtu-B to hlDii tba hlgbeftt illerarj dktlnetioii.^ 
Z»a% Albany Argm, • - ' * 
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In ttats Tolame we see the same adventarons^ <Hlgtiial, phiIoe(»>1iic, and amntinfj^ 
geiiiiu at work we had occasion to notice some time ago from tlie same pen, call- 
ed "The Musings of an Invalid." The articles are interspersed here and there 
with things grace SintifiictiUoti% with a vein of philoaunhy rimniii; through th<> 
whiile, which always commands readers. TMs, we believe, is the second wurk 
or thb original author, but we hope it will not be the lasL There is a win, of 
thought where this matenal comes from that is wortJi v)orking.—Neui l\>rt 
Cht'UiUan, Jntelliffetiver, 

The author is evidently an unpracticed writer, but a man of mature thought, 
who, as he i>ecome8 accustomed to the pen, will attract a constantly increasing at^ 
tention from ihe reading public. He is a little too careletss in his thrusts at what 
he deems the follies and vices of the age; and in his zeal for the truth, sometimes 
strikes right and left with more vigor Uian discretion ; but in spite of his seeming 
want of orthodoxy, his heart appears right, and is evidently in bis work. The 
earnestness thus acquired, Joined with a caustic humor, and an <mginal and strik- 
ing faculty of illustration, will cause the book to be widely read, even by those 
who come more or less under the lash of the writer. Notwithstanding that the 
author, under the guise of an editor, speaks posthumously of himself; we trust 
that he will not be thus lost to the worid, but appear among the armed host this 
side of the river of dea,th.--2feiD York Journal of Oommerce, 
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OPINIONS OF TIIX PRESS. 

Bince the days of John Bunyan, there has not been s^ren to the Christian world 
so beautiful an allegory as this. Its design is to exhibit the pernicious effects of 
slander, and surely no one can contemplate this odious oflbpnng of the depraved 
heart as it appears in this fonciful sketch, without abhorring and despising the 
reality. The names of the several characters are signiflcanUy chosen, and the 
grouping is managed with a fine artistic effect The style comports with that 
chaste simplicity which should characterize an allegory, in which the veil should 
not be so elaborately and closely woven as to hide the modest men. of truth be- 
neath —ZAtf Independent (Jfetw York). 

A volume, small and quaint, but very clever ; and we have read it, every line 
of it, at a sitting too, and take the pen in hand to suggest to the reader of this that 
he go and do likewise Startied he will be at the titie, " Salandcr and the Dragon," 



but the first page will reveal the story as an allegory, of which the great master 
«ies of writing need not be ashamed.— 7^0 Pret^yyterian. 



of that specie 



I regard this volume as one of the most successful attempts at the Bnnyan style 
of allegorical writing I have ever read. A copy came into my hands not long 
since, and was read with absorbing interest I then put it into the hands of my 
oldest child, a girl some ten years of age, and found that it was read by her with 
equal avidity, and the characters and delineations well understood — a very good 
test, I Judge, of the success of the author in the execution of the work. No one 
can read ^^Salanobb" without bving struck at the unveiling of the true character 
and the disastrous consequences of Slamd&r. It onght to find a place in OTery 
fiunily.— .Vsco York OhntMam ASwkoU emd Joumak 
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A Tcry ingenious use of the allegory, to illustrate the deformity and evii of 8Ian 
ier and Envy. The excellent lesson is more impressively set forth by this pio 
turesijuc representation than by any didactic essay, and is much more attractive to 
the ntader. The author evinces great skill in the management of the story, and 
steady pursuit of a high moral aim. — Nmo Yot'k Evangeiiat 

An aHii'gory well wurlh rcodln-sf. Its nhjwl L-s t<> Hlei^tratc^ In Jitl \\s deformity^ 
Sftfudpr— (Mil! k'lflho ii'i^rat ami I'-miinnH'^t of [b^sncial vktje^ It \n writLen nutnef 
wliuL In the gm.iil otd Itiuiyud n\i'\v — ^raphie, pitetL^T vueivlncin^, U nvlll puL aU 
tniliciioias ^on&lps It Lbeir fmrgnHniL?^ who auii Lie induced in reud U ; and if a ]H>r* 
tiiu* of tim iViuda of the AiiiiTU^nn 'Vnmu liU4e, mid Miaiiitjnjiry iiocLetltiH were tuc- 
peiidoii In a ehuap ii>d[l.Eoii ur n luXlhtn {^>pi(>3 \>r so pniollcjil a book as ibia, tht 
muiiey would bts put lu guod iiMoutiL— ^\fftt7 IW'itr Mli-rur. 

An fllleCTrj", dtisl^ed tu lEIu^tr&to the dnnii^or of uttering' nrlisteninif tci innfian-^ 
Atioii!! and Bcundalous deLmetlt^n. Wu are. giad to seo the hidt^ua drf^rmlty of 
thifl v^ee so ruiLbfLitly ejt hilt lied. U ri^qulrea aoly to ba fti^en m iUi tnia coliira, to 
f^xcUe that dcfk^etiaton which will n^iuk^r Ita exercise di^gracetUI, and cauM it tu bet 
avoided.— ^VeiUf 1 (?/'*: Jounnd qf CttJUftKftK. 

" SALANPHiu'^^IIcro Isnn tiMlinunUng title for a boot l^^alnndor 3— Tiow U rum 
lb die iiisnd, e^knaky unil HiljkEiUkiidt'r^ntte^ ad Lh^^ii^li iL were related t^ jome ugly 
juoiii^tcT! And ao it U, whll^ It LeLlj'^A Sbary uf Lbe Hvlz PriiM^n^" Lralhrul 
ctnujfjfj u> b£) rcpignlsied by every uiit'— Ijpautifid enough In gniei^ iind ftow^ imd 
quu]Mtue!sB of nturntive, to riiacinEiU? Ui(f dulK^L reader, and yet bnrKble eiiougU la 
iia ebumt-lehi aOL'f'Siiory Lf> l\w piE>l U} uiiLke oiitr ^bucldtr ibal ao Ibul n. fler^d ihoLdd 
eTer bt' iiiiprLtioaiiid In u buiiiuii lieorL '■'■ t^ulaiiik^rjU. Sb»ry ^f tbt: Uojtz I'ridonn" 
mjght bnvtt bctii written by tliiit matter nJleprnrlst, *Totin Bunyan, to bis creilit; 
butf for the credit v( uur tim^j, ii b wrlLLen by Frederick. W- tibetLun. 

IL expirilna f Lilly bow Dun tilllcioi^o inipn^d^ in Llio niune — a iVirgery — of tha 
Jjiinl l\t'jm^\itnTAi, upon Goodman^ koe|HT of llmU Pfisum^ by repretwiitUi^ that 
tljjfl Ssdrhudcr— Jio olbei' Lban tbegn^en riioiititer, Si'tin/ei^-^wjit t^tii by Conscletixa 
(conaeieiieej fur liietirceriiliiiii In ]Jiirt2 (fJnj Ii4.*ikrffl) Prlsf^n ; ^ho bow sifUiuidCT 
yetcd Gfionmant tiniil bin wiTi^ Pr>int (pry lnt»> it) g<>t Into 'be sccretr wbt:^notf aJiu 
gcHa lo Uod-NeisjhburbiXHb ami Ci3ttJrtUit/if/ tclla Mrs. Blab and a. lirjst orficandid- 
mon^^rtt Ibal Iilt bLi:^buEid biti l/fi>ngH /t^mif th riuftiM^r/ This la nuioed speedily 
About, ki)1ii|jrOiHjrdiiu add bi^ iioiiEe under siiHipjeion. To gel rid of Hhm, lieu 
Obd^'d Lti b:l i:JalaEider ouL of priiiuii] and ibua be qii)ti>f tbo imputaijoa of (ulbe^ 
in t^ ill in. ' 

^ulnndE*rf?rH-fl fi>rtliH cnliUatcfl (tie neqtiftiniancc of ouo Dtiko d'Eiivy* und a war 
b dcidiirBd itp<iuy(»<Hli)ul{ii. a p<E^rHon l\uretf>ri>re In ttiti eoiifld^noe (»f oil wlio knew 
tiieu. Ihii'li'i; ttie liiiLrle& beLwem r^uluiifler and his boHt ofnipimumnz^ imd trOCHJ> 
nninni— who Mctitlydtifi^^ndcd biuwtlf— the Fau^eaihcrOuimi nnd Old Frleoda of 
line Ijltur Jiimu'k btnu titil Gor>dnitim triumphed. — The AVw ynt'Avf. 

S^^,\lHTis:^ and tiik Dhagoh. — Bti not BtnrllBd by ibia bead-liinp* It is only the 
tilk' Ufa l,iouk, fiinl tlisU pn allt^Qry, by lb« l;ev* Mr. ahElloii, gf Huutlngdoa, I*L, 
a derg'ymftn of lh» Kpl^^capnl Olmn^lL 

PultiiidEr L^ a rutmsiL't, borti of En*y, and li3ii naTiiPt witliout cover, is aS^^jtt (/**■» 
>lideou» and haicfult hi* own fallipr ia not wtllmg lo keep hhn. but eonuniti bira 
to Ibc j*iifl(oily of snotber t-ailfjd Goixlman, the Jailor of tbo It aria PrL-ion. The 
Strugjrle of ^inlander Uj eet out, tha food that hti la f&rl on wblle in this prison of 
tiie //^irf, [be wmmnnd of Lord Conneicnza, tlial lio shall be kept eontfueil, and 
no o»i? sliab know of EiJa (txialc-ntju ; bow tlie Jailor floally tells hia wlfit that he haa 
til la iiiouiirer, and ahe iiinlala vn sce:!iig bkn, and pn^mi^f^ never to menUoEj Uh, 
e^iati-nee to any ona^ and keeps her nromiso for a wbolti we^c^k or so, and then 
IrinUji it to Mra. Bnnpitf and «bo to Mrs. ffttileby, and she* to Mrs, lilalk. And aha lo 
iLrfl. WdtmiU and m oo Ull all the neEghboru caoie to set? the mi>jiAler« and how 
be woa OnjiJly hd Iocimt— all Ebk, and more, is painted wUb exceeding akilL Sn- 
landed, ©nee at libprcy* aoea ff^rth to w^^rk luiaE^bieE". 1 le l:^^Jij.'^ Jbci fqiu of the cnsde 
QudnaiC0, and robs ^Lt^la^ Ibo wife of the baron, af h prici.^l**aB Jewel which sho 
^ore, mure prcelQija than any gpni whkh ever adorned the j*;iakeloraii elni^re^5al; 
B-id when v,im waa robbeti, s\ni pined a war ivtid died, and a pare and be^aUful 
«haft wju erected to har menmry by her laithfnl husband, wltn tbis iuicrlplloit^ 
"She Iieaxlad (ha hi^trt* of the •orrowAil whlj« UTlng, ui4 bmtcd Uiem wbea tiw 
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died.** And bynud-bT the casUe li anrroanded by a boot of e&emles, IfoHeo, and 
Backbtbe, and others, led on by Salander ; and at last the baron is slain, and Qod* 
naim. razed to the gronnd. The Jailor who let Balander out of prison, is arreated 
by Conscienza, whom he contrived to pat to sleep for a while ; but at length bein|^ 
roused, the Lord smites the Jailor, who confesses nis guilt, and tries to make aome 
amends for what he has done, lie goes to the ruins of castle Oudnaim, but he 
can not And Stella's lewel which Salander stole away; nor can he reur again the 
ruins of the castle ; but he asks where are the baron and his beautiAil wife ? he 
win humble himself to them ; and he is led into the grave-yard, and is told, they 
are here ! Conscienza seizes him, and gives him into the hands of a dark fiend 
named Bemorsey who scourges him to the very verge of life, when he is told to go 
to Ood for pardon ; and by repentance he seeks and finds peace. This is a scant 
and unfiiir outline of the all^^ory, which may be read and re-read with profit. 

It is a sermon that ought to be preached everywhere. It has a great truth in it 
Who does not know it ? llappy is he who has not felt the bitterness of the mia- 
chief which this infernal imp Is working in the world. And if Mr. Shelton bad 
done nothhig else than to write this book, he woold have lived to good porpoae. 
We think the story will be read when he oeaaea to be heard.— ir0iunM.~J!i^nf 
York Observer. 
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OFISIOT^ OF TSCE 'ftPHS^ 

Thta work mn? yery ptnpi^rly be (!ciidldertid a comp^iifon to the ^'SBtcred 
3fiJw«^i^flj?." by thfl same authnr. itjiobjc^t in tn ilhisf nite uiirl '"^rt^ttrJer tdnrii Hfo- 
Iflffl'* tijo ttaerefl Writinirs. U t* np>l Ihf (iinUior's di-sign to aiiperst^ik tilt 15il>lft; 
ImiL h]» w]<9li 13 (^1 rKTC'ik'U siMilirltiidp loohU-ifn,£Lnd Lo 1>t?C!iiitTtt! iiUtmatuly Ar-qtiAiiitM 
and pf.'rrLH'.|.ty fiimlliar with lis lilBUtry, <ifK'trincM3. n.nl Ifiwa; tokno^r ite Initht to iiii^ 
bibeW spirits ft^l iln pawcr, ati'i partAke fif its aEiIvatlon ; In ii worrit to prise., In nnme 
measoFi"!, dp U dt'dcTvi's, thlj? ircitftiin;* wliiph U Inili^wi beynhti prl(?e. We predict 
Ihr it a ditiulaliDD far bej'ond arty of tlio niithor'a rormer worlca.— TAd Xmni. 

Thifi wdtk wlil nd<l greatly to tbe r^'pulntlaii of tlic flutbnr. In liteTary merft, 
It more* than pqnaig liis '^Sacred MoiiiUnina," Mr. Hoodley i?Tccel* In liln ^iowlng 
■tylti mill vivid dp^crfptlniis. HEs wurks a he a rh'h treadury ^^ i^H tlio fiui>ilmUr 
or thoii^ltt, TnovlniT Lndt-Tii^^ nf pasilont and Tljjcirouj Atreojith or erpri^uloii, 
whirli anj to bti found In aU laDguaj^ by wbicli morliilfl declare their mtoda^^ — 
3aU^ Globe. 



HISTORY OF THE WALDENSES, 

BY £EV. J. T. HEADLEY. 

1 TOl. ISniov niiKtrated. Full cMh, - - - - - fO TO 

** ISma 6ujiday-ft*;bool EdltiOfl, * - - - - 00 



NAPOLEON AND HIS OISTINGUISBED 
niARSHALS. 

BT BET. J. T. nEASLET. 
1««LianOk mnlnted. FaUclMI^ • . . • • M N 



• tOOKt PUBLISHED BY JOHN S. TAYLOR. 

LUTHER AlVD CROMWELL. 

BT BKV. J T. nSADLET. 
iKoLlSDia mnidrated. Fundolb, fl < 



RAMBLES AND SKETCHES. 

BT REV. J. T. HEADLET. 
ifoLUma lUattrated. Fundoth, . . . . . 



OPDflOHS OV TBB I'UBS* 

We hare not fbr a Ions time sat down to a bool( with more pleasliig anti 
tloos, or found thoee antTclpations more fuHy realized, than in the penual of the 
work before oa— and we know it will be hailed with gratification by the many ad- 
miren of the talented author. His ** Napoleon and his Marshals'* was, perhaps, 
•■ popular, and found at least as many enthusiastic readers as any book tluU oaa 
be mentioned. We think his **■ Rambles and Sketches'* are destined to be as popv- 
lar at Iqast as anv of his previousiy published works. There is not a doll cwxpr 
ter in the work, filled as ft is with '* an infinite variety." The author has ample 
foom and verge enough for the employment of his fine talents to great advouta^ 
^-and most suocessAiUy has he accomplished the task. The iMographical sketch 
of the author is interesting and ** well considered,** and adds much to the value 
of the book, which is got up in a very neat and attractive style by the publisher, — 
Portland TrcmBcripL 

Mr. Headley Is one of the most promising writers of this country, and we have 
liere one of his best books— one on which he can safely rest his fame. It possesses 
the unfiitlguing charms of perfect simplicity and truth. There is a graceful (hmk- 
Bess pervading the coroprMtition, which engages the interest of tlie reader in the 
author as well as in the subject His rambles about Kome, Paris, and London, 
Exhibit a thousand lively traits of an ingenious nature, upon which a man of taste 
will delight to linger, we predict for this a sale equal to that of any of the author's 
frotka.—I/ew York 2f0W9, 



BIOaRAPHT OF THE SAVIOUR AlVO 
HIS APOSTLES. 

With a Portrait of each, Engraved on Steel. 

TO WmOH D ADDKD, 

AH ESSAT 0;ir THE GHABACTEB OF THE APOSTLES. 

BT EEV. J. T. HEADLEY. 

IfoLlSma Fifteen Engntvingi, $100 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY JOHN S. TAYLOR. » 

LETTERS FROM THE BACKWOODS 
AND THE ADIRONDACK. 

BY KEY. J. T. HEADLEY. 
ItvLISmo^ FnHdom, - - |0 50 



£11 



THE BEAUTIES OF REV, J. T, HEADLEZ 

«'• WITH HIS LIFE. — -^1 

1 -TfH. ISmo. mnsEmtedi - * - ^ ^ * -|0CO 

** " ^t fldgcB, extra, _ _ * - ^ 

opnnow or tiie vuws. 

Thp coHf^iion 13 ot>o of ^bleh no nntbor npc^l l^fi nahitmed. It cniulilAi, Iti^loedf 
llf eom^ of Mp. irtin^Jley'HTtinaL l>rillLiinL siml hI}?li.ly-flfiT!!hi'tl oornpnftttlonB — of thoie 
RH.Timf'n^^f bli» nbMiEics l>y whip}) hii mav ba JuiJgud wElb Ui(» grefltest flolbt? 10 
hii ikme. an a wgrd-paiDter and tliiiikcr.— J^nc J'^r^ J^l^vm* 



THEOPWEUSTT; 

Or, ike Plenary Inspiration of the Holy Scrtpturet, 
BY PE0FES8OK QACSSEN» OF GENEVA, 

(Ti^Mlated by Key, E. K. Kmit). • 

A KIW AND Elf^LARQED EDITIQlf. 
iTol. lamft 410iwpea, ^t 'ii^ ^ - - - - |1 M 

TTe wisb to tnnte a very dliHurt lutd pitmc^t reMmmpndfft^nn ta miT clerfiiat 
IMondKi 10 teachiMm in Babbath-KtifK^lB, and olhors engn^yd in llio wfjrk of in« 
itmclion, of ft volqmr^ rntitJ^* " TpKOPHi^TtflTY, ftr I'Ai* Plfmi^'if ht^ptrtftk'ft. o/ 
tA* /A.iy Scnpturf^."^ ITie work li bv f'roffi«of Gauiisern of Geiicva, Bwitier- 
Ifind, and tlie trnnstali&n bj^ the TLev. E. N. Kirk* H ta publlab^d hj John S. 
Tajtor, New Yi?rk. As mi aUrauHvc* Inlifi't^aliiiff, jK>w*rruL and MiLij^fiipl^jry »'- 
gnmnnt on the pknarv InnpTfaiKrn of tbt; Biblt?, wr regard Lt a* niiiurpji»ed by 
»oy work In our knowledfpe dea]pm>d f^ri- popular re:&dinpc- It ^* fitripnfd of 
dopn«l)c iertoinology, and ia Ml of fa1tb» ana love, aiid benaty. OnJ- allb In 
God and la UU Holy Word luu beea rfiOretbed aiul itrcngtliQiiKl by tt« peraiil 



i 



10 tOOKS PUBLISHED BY JOHN 8. TAYLOR. 

HEROINES OF SACRED HISTORT. 

BY MBS. STEELE. 

Ultutrated with Splendid Engravings. 

t ToL ISma New, reriaed, mnd enlarged edition, • - • $1 69 

«< u tf u gut edges, ex(^^ - lot 



SHANTT, THE BLACKSMITH: 

Ji Tale of Other Times. 

BY MBS. SHEBWOOD. 

ItoLlSmo. noitnted, |0 01 



THE HISTORT OF HENRT MILNER. 

BY MBS. SHEBWOOD. 
1 ToL ISmo. aotb, $00 



LILT OF THE VALLET. 

BY MBS. SHEBWOOD. 
tToLlSmo. niQslnited, $0 00 

OOlOnafDATOlY NOnCB BT THX BXT. WILXJAM PATTON, D J>. 

Mb. J. 8. Tatlok: 

It affords roe pleasure to learn that yon are about to re-pnbliiih the little work 
called '* TuK Lilt op ran Vallbt." Since Uie time it was presented to my daugh- 
ter, by the Bev. Dr. Matheson, ot England, it has been a great fiirorite in my 
family. It has been read with intense interest by many who have flrom time to 
time Atained the loan of it Indeed it has bat seklom been at home since its first 
penisaL I doubt not but all who have read it, will be glad of the opportunity of 
poeeeadng a copy. 

The story is not only natnraL but instructive, and well calculated to impress npoa 
the mind important moral and relisious lessons. Some portions of the narrative 
are of the most touching and thriilmg character. There is a charming simplicity 
pervading the worlc Ifeel a strong confidence that you will find an ample sale 
for the hwM It will find its ws** into many fiunilies, and be found in the libraries 
of the Sabbath school. William Paiton. 

OPIKIOMB or TIZB PRESS. 

A very interesting little work of 128 pages. It is a simple, though beaatiAd. 
narrative of a young female, some portions of which are of the most pathetic and 
affecting charactei^— particularly designed for the edification and instruction of 
young fomales, and a most exoeDent work to introduce Into Sabbath Bcho(^ Its 
tendencv is to kindle the flame of piety in the youthftil bosom, to instruct the us- 
derstandlng, and to warm and improve the heart Its Intrlnsie, thoagh onosleii- 
tatioos, m^tts, ihoiad ftoiidi it with a welcome into every iiuDily. ~Xa3<0i^ 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY JOHN S. TAYLOR. II 

This is a neat and yery interesting little yolome. The narrative thronehont will 
be read with pteasare, and some portions of it with thrilling interest The stoiy 
Is natural, and told in very neat language, and with admirable simplicity. It is 
not oiUy calculated to please and interest tne mind of the reader, but abo to make 
moral and religious impressions upon the heart We are well assured, if its merits 
were generally known, that it would And its way into many families and Sabbath 
Bchoor]il)raries, as it is particularly adapted to pleoso and engage the attention of 
juvenile readers. — Metfioditit Protestant^ Baltimore. 

This is a re-publication of a small narrative volume published in England. The 
narrative is wntten with beautifhl simplicity, possesses a touching interest, and is 
ealculated to leave a salutary impression. It is well fitted for a present by parents 
or firiends to children, and is worthy of a place in Sabbath school libraries. — Chrit- 
Uan IntelUffencsr, 



THE POOR VICAR. 

{Translated from the German of Zehokke.) 

1 TOl. 18mo. Qoth, $0 31 

JouRif AL OF A PooB ViOAB.— Such is the title of a little work translated firom 
the German of Zschokke, and published by John S. Taylor, 143 Nassau street 
This Journal is said to have been the foundation of Goldsmith's Vicar of Wake- 
field, and certainly it is worthy of germing that celebrated work. Th^ author of 
"The Journal of a Poor Vicar," is well known as one of the most affecting of that 
class of German writers, who know so well how to halo humble life with the iris 
of tender and holy sentiment, and this little work is, perhaps, his most suooessfhl 
effort Nothing can be more beautiAil, touching, and pur^'ying than the character 
he has drawn of the Poor Vicar and his two daughters. We defy any one, with 
a spark of sentiment, to peruse this Journal without shedding tears. It is a wand 
that exercises the feelings and emotions of the heart with irresistible potency. We 
have read nothing — not even the Vicar of Wakefield — to equal it The translator 
has happily presented the spirit of the original. The volume is neatly published, 
and whoever Ikils to reads it, fiails of a great and long to be remembered enjoy- 
ment 



THE SHORTER CATECHISM OF THE REV. 
ASSEMBLY OF DIVINES. 

With Proofs thereof out of the Scriptures^ in Words at length. 
Per Hundred, $800 



The above Books will be forwarded to order, at the prices mentioned, yV^ of 
pottagef to any part of the United States, on the receipt of orders, toUh the ftwMiy, 
Address, 

JOHN 8. TATJLOR, Pablisher, 

148 NASSAU STREET, NEW YOEK. 

17.B. Any valoable Boobs to be had in New York, ftimialied by J. B. Tatlob, 
al the lowest cash prices. 



U BOOKS PUBLISHED BY JOHN S. TAYLOR. 

A GREAT NATIONAL WORK. 
WASBXXVOTOXr, 

FROM Stuart's most celebrated PAiNTiKa. 

This largo and magnificent FULL-LENGTH PORTEAIT of 'WASHINCh 
TON, (torn the burin of an American Artist, is considered by all who have seen 
It to be one of the most beantiAil specimens of art ever published, and a eoireel 
likeness of WASHINGTON. 

The size of the plate is eighteen by twenty-eight Inches, which win make a 
handsome picture for the parlor, and should be In the hands of every American 
oitixcn. 

It is a correct copy from Stuart's celebrated original Painting, now at flie State 
House, Hartford, Conn. 

It is finely engraved, and printed on superior plate paper. That it may be 
within the means of all^ the Publisher has reduced Che price to ONE DOLLAR. 

f^BT All persons remitting the amount may rely upon receiving a perfeot 
copy by return of mail, to any part of the United States (careftdly put iq» on 
rollers made for the puipose),/rM of postage. 



PORTRAIT OF KOSSUTH. 

On steel, 16 by 22, - - - - .- - - - $100 

It Is finely engraved, and printed on superior plate paper. That It may be 
within the means of all, the Publisher has reduced the price to ONE DOLLAR. 

^F* All persons remitting the amount may rely upon receiving a perfeeC 
copy by return of mail, to any part of the United States (carefhlly put up ott 
roUers made for the purpose), /rM o/ pottage. 

Address all orders (poet-paid) to the Publisher, 

JOBir 8. TA^BTLOR, 

BOOKSELLER AND PITBLISHBB, 
143 Hasan Street, Few York. 



PUBLISHED KOirCHLT, 

TERMS, ONE DOLLAR PER YEAR 
AH oommnnlcations should be addressed to 

JOHN S. TAYLOR, Pnblisber, 

148 NASSAU STREET, NEW YORK. 
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